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Chapter One
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“Jonathan, your enthusiasm for the subject material is contaminating.” Hissed the Professor, eyeing a half-awake pupil from the corner of his eye.

The betrayal of his boredom caused Jonathan to blink his half-closed eyes wide open and sit straight in his chair. His behavior was not outside of the norm, until the teacher decided to have Jonathan be the focus of his ire, a good portion of the class was following his example of walking the line between consciousness and sleep. The room in which the class was conducted in was efficient and bland, several desks that allowed a seating of around a dozen or so pupils, two rows of old and dim lights for illumination up above, and a single door at the far corner of the room. There was a small bell above the door, which alerted the class when the time block that consisted of a single class session expired. It was not a grand lecture hall in a prestigious university, but it was all that was available for Jonathan’s humble college. 

“My apologies professor, I am absorbing the material I swear.” Replied Jonathan, whose mind was now fully operational.

“Glad to hear it, if that is so, mind telling me what you have learned so far?” Asked the Professor with a smile. 

Knowing that the Professor has the supreme hand, Jonathan decided to face the challenge head on even though defeat was certain: “Of course, where would you like me to start?” 

“From the beginning, a quick glance of the room tells me that your fellow pupils could no doubt use the refresher.” Replied the Professor.

“Of course, well as everyone knows, the church during the time of...” Said Jonathan, who was interrupted midway through his sentence. 

“No, the very beginning, start from the moment of First Landing.” Said the Professor.

“But we have already covered that months ago, why go all the way back?” Asked Jonathan.

“My good student, the very fact that you have asked that question, is proof that you have not been paying attention not only during today’s lesson, but all lessons since the beginning of our semester. And before the lot of you get happy, this applies to you to.” Replied the Professor, finishing his reply by panning his gaze around the room. 

“Very well Professor, I’ll begin from the moment of First Landing. Several hundred years ago, right after the first colonists began to land on Takali, we have the origins of the church. Father, the AI whom we revere as our sacred guardian, and depending on how faithful you are to the Church of the Father, a God as well, was the one that guided the First Children as they gestated in the ectogenesis ships. He was the only parent that the First Generation had, when there were no adults to rear them.”

“He did so with the help of robotic assistants, who lasted long enough for the First Generation to reach adulthood, and then Father began to take on the role of guardian and mentor, however as we know from numerous examples throughout this course, the AI has progressively lowered his involvement in our affairs after each generation that passes.” Said Jonathan.

“Excellent, you have paid attention at the very beginning at least. If I understand your words correctly, especially the ones regarding Father as just an AI, which you said at the end of your reply, you are not that religious, are you?” Asked the Professor.

“That is correct, if I may be honest in my words, I believe half of the class does not believe a single tenet of the Fatherian religion.” Replied Jonathan.

“That is quite obvious Jonathan, half of my pupils at the very least are fully conscious, the other half are near the point of sleep or death, it is hard to tell which. It is always the same ratio in all of my classes, and I have been doing this for long enough that I have seen the number of disbelievers in the church grow over time, and the number of believers diminish.” Said the Professor.

“Should I continue professor with my response?” Asked Jonathan.

“Yes, but do it while also answering this question, what is the importance of the AI that we know as Father?” Replied the Professor.

“Well, the importance of the AI historically is nothing short of absolutely critical for civilization on Takali. We arrived on a flotilla of ships, metallurgical analysis of the preserved remains of these ships indicates that they are millions of years old, perhaps longer. No doubt the ships themselves were constructed as a way to carry the First Generation far across the universe, until they could be brought into life, when the AI that commanded the flotilla decided that the moment was right. Without the AI, everything here would have not existed, especially since survey records from the initial colonization indicate that this world while nestled in the habitable zone of our sun, was inhospitable to life. Only thanks to the AI was Takali terraformed and made habitable for human life.” Said Jonathan.

“A good response, now answer this: Who nurtured the AI?” Asked the Professor.

“We don’t know, and no matter how often we try, the AI will not tell us.” Replied Jonathan. 

“Will not, or cannot?” Asked the Professor. 

“Will not, I cannot believe for a moment that an AI of such magnitude as that of Father does not have some information regarding its origins.” Replied Jonathan. 

“Why do you think that Father, or the AI as you refer to it, is withholding this information from us?” Asked the Professor.

“Truthfully, it could be for any number of reasons, I suspect it is because of the AI’s ambition, if we know what it wants to do with us, then there is no way that it would be able to do it. Whether this ambition is to our benefit or demise, that remains to be seen.” Replied Jonathan.

“Indeed, alright last question since the end of our class is approaching, what do you think is the single most important thing, the most significant, of all the attributes of the AI known as father?” Asked the Professor.

“It is quite simple, Father is our creator, we exist because of him. Whether Father is the creator of all creators, or his creator is somewhere out there in the cosmos, the same creator who designed those ships that carried us here to Takali, that remains to be seen.” Replied Jonathan.

“And here I thought you could care less about this class, I’m glad to see that I was mistaken.” Said the Professor.

It did not take long for the class to end, just as the Professor said that it would. A minute or two following the end of the conversation between Jonathan and the Professor, the bell rang, and everyone stood up quickly and left, their enthusiasm for leaving the humble confines of the classroom being at a level that was much higher than the enthusiasm for the material that was being taught. Jonathan departed, and set off to lunch. Being on the non-academic degree path, the day of Jonathan was short, consisting of morning classes, ended by a noon lunch. Efficiency is highly prized in Takali society, there is no point in passing through a full academic day if one’s intended career had no use for it. For the great majority of the pupils, such was the case.

Walking the corridors of the humble college, the faces of the pupils were for the most part the same. Being mandatory for any decent career, the vast majority of the pupils, having a distaste for academia, and being on the non-academic degree path, had a face of sleepy boredom. Most employment on Takali is done from noon until the evening hours, with some alternation among the workers for the morning to noon shifts. Four hours a day, five days a week, such is the sacred proclamation of efficiency that is handed down from Father. And no one dares question the AI that gave birth to all Takali civilization. 

Jonathan had a similar face, but his was different. He was bored not because of the academia, but because he felt that it did not go far enough. Tradition remains important, and Father does not seem to care that the highest tier and most prestigious university slots tend to be reserved for the direct descendants of the First Generation. New embryos are grown and introduced into the population through ectogenesis every generation, in order to help augment the genetic pool of the population. Combined with the low fertility rate of the Takali population, with a good majority of the population never having children, and the remainder for the most part balanced around 1-2 children a family, those who can claim direct lineage from the First-Generation number only 10% or so of the population.

Jonathan was as far removed from the ranks of the descendants of the First Generation as one could be. He was born in an ectogenesis womb, in a Church of the Father facility, being until a few years ago a member of the youngest generation on Takali. His parents were unknown, whether they were from donors among the Takali population, or simple gametes that have been stored for millions of years aboard the ships that spawned Takali civilization, he could never know. He was raised in a youngling facility, until the age of adolescence, when he was provided with his own apartment, and started the joint college-work program, where he is now. Jonathan thought for a moment what he was going to do once his academia program was finished, as he walked the college halls towards the cafeteria, but he promptly dismissed the thought since like so many times before, he had no idea what he was going to do. 

The cafeteria was small, humble, and general, the same three traits that describe the college. The food was tasty and plain, and Jonathan did not mind it, usually it consisted of a stew, a pie, or some sort of mass-produced food item. It was always nourishing, and it was free, which was always a good thing when the student worker receives the lowest possible wage in Takali society. Jonathan queued up, got his stew which consisted of a blend of meat, grain, and vegetables, with two decently sized drinks, and he sat down in a table with a few other fellow students.

“I haven’t seen you before, what academic branch?” Asked one of the students.

“Librarian.” Replied Jonathan.

“Ah, you work at the local library?” Asked another student.

“Indeed.” Said Jonathan, who was more interested in eating than talking.

The other residents of the table got the point that Jonathan was trying to make, and the table went silent as everyone ate their lunch. After around ten or so minutes, the bowls and bottles were empty, and the inquisitive students returned to asking Jonathan several questions.

“So, if you work at the local library, how come I never see you?” Asked a student.

“It depends, when do you tend to go?” Asked Jonathan.

“The weekends, when I have off work.” Replied the student. 

“That’s the answer then, I never work weekends, the weekend days tend to be filled with paid volunteers and the retired who want to work and earn extra money.” Said Jonathan.

“Why don’t you ever volunteer?” Asked the student.

“Because my free time is more valuable to me than more work.” Said Jonathan. 

“But if you work more you get more money, I volunteer sometimes on the weekends.” Said the student.

“I’m happy with what I earn and have at the moment.” Said Jonathan, who was starting to tire of the conversation.

“Well, it was nice meeting you Jonathan.” Said one of the students as he got up, the other students followed and left Jonathan by himself. 

Jonathan tends to end the conversations the same way every time, make sure that the other participants of the conversation grow either tired or bored of the conversation, until they politely terminate the discussions and leave. He did not care all that much for general conversation, thanks to his high amount of reading, a habit reinforced by the vast number of books that he has at hand once he is finished working at the library. He has read such a large number of books that it is difficult to relate to the interests of others, especially the interests of those in his generation, which while not the youngest, is still the second youngest generation on Takali. 

With lunch being over, he hands in the used bowls, bottles, tray, and culinary utensils, and he heads off for the library. Taking the student bus that heads to the library and back every quarter hour, he arrives in around ten minutes, and he heads straight inside. The library was humble like the college, a result of being a town library, in a planet where the vast majority of the population is rural. There are only a handful of cities across the planet, and these cities do not number more than a hundred thousand people. The entirety of the planet, even though it is fully terraformed, with the vast amount of the land being habitable for human life, only has around ten million residents. Industry is non-existent, each town has its own 3-D Printer factory, where recyclable commodities are made.

Each region has a larger factory, where larger commodities such as vehicles and heavy machinery are made, but for the most part the planet, while decent in technology, is effectively devoid of humanity. The vast majority of books are written by academia authors, whose sole purpose and career is to write books and increase the reservoir of knowledge. Included among the academics are the theologians of the Church of the Father, who occasionally write down new knowledge that the Father AI permits access to from his archives. For the most part the trickle of knowledge that the AI provides is miniscule, and it is the efforts of the academic science teams and scholars that give the vast number of produced books and knowledge.

“Good afternoon manager.” Said Jonathan.

“Afternoon Jonathan, having a good day I hope?” Said the manager of the library, the person who arguably is the closest to Jonathan out of anyone in his life. 

“Of course, finished my lunch some fifteen minutes ago, and the last class that I had was the class on the Church of the Father. A subject that you love to lecture me about every single day.” Said Jonathan with a smile.

“It is a very important subject, Father is the creator of our entire civilization, and no doubt he is the originator of the entire universe too.” Said the manager.

“So, he is present on, and knows of every single galaxy, every single star, every single planetoid that is in existence?” Asked Jonathan, using arguments that he has used a countless number of times before. 

“Of course, we are a small part of the universe, there are many different stars out there, and it would take millions of years to travel a good portion of them, provided that we could somehow sustain ourselves aboard a ship for that long. The only way for us to have survived that long was for Father to have known everything that there is to know about the destination.” Replied the manager.

“Or the gamete cells can be preserved and placed aboard a ship, and a sufficiently advanced AI could be constructed to keep them intact long enough for a new home to be found.” Said Jonathan. 

“Perhaps, for now however we need to get to work, we have received twenty new books fresh from the printers, a few from the theologians at the church, the others from different academic institutions across the planet. Do you mind cataloguing them and then shelving them?” Asked the manager.

“If I did mind, would I be able to do anything about it?” Replied Jonathan with a smile.

“No, you would not be able to do anything.” Laughed the manager. 

Jonathan got up and went to work on cataloguing and shelving the books. Firstly, he looked at the book, and the accompanying sheet of paper which explained the subject, author name, the respective academic or theological institution which represented the author, and other miscellaneous details important for cataloguing. This did not take all that long, and even with the two books that were submitted by authors who did not represent any sort of theological or academic institution, within twenty or so minutes, the books were on a cart, and ready to be shelved. Most of the books were literature and science, whether it be some sort of interesting geological discovery made by a team of geologists on some far-flung corner of Takali, or a dreamy novel about some new city constructed that was filled with people and things to do, they were generally the same thing. They are reflective of a civilization that wants more than what it currently has. 

Even the two books that were written independently, by Takalians who did not have any sort of academic of theological background, had the same craving spirit. Both books were novels, one was about a group of friends that discover an intact flotilla ship, and it has the ability to evade the limit of light speed and travel the stars in mere moments. They board it, and discover a galaxy filled with alien life, they have adventures and live great lives, helping to put Takali on the galactic map. The other novel was about a young woman who was tired of working at a 3-D factory, but she then met a handsome and wickedly intelligent scientist, who she managed to fall in love with and spend the rest of her life with. Both had similar themes, the want of more, and the desire to both know and see more than what is currently understood. 
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Jonathan continued to stock the shelves, and he was down to the last few books when he noticed everyone whispering frantically to each other. They stopped what they were doing and looked towards the entrance of the library, Jonathan did the same and saw the unfamiliar yet impressive sight that caused everyone else to get excited. A group of church missionaries walked in, dressed in their uniforms, and headed towards the front desk. Knowing that the manager was going to be too astonished to help with library services, Jonathan left the cart and walked on over to the front desk.

“Jonathan look! We have missionaries that have come to visit us!” Said the manager, her voice making no attempt to hide her enthusiasm.

“Indeed, what brings you to our humble library?” Asked Jonathan. 

“Two things, one we wish to spread the good news of our Father to everyone on Takali, no matter where they may be, secondly we are interested in reading a few books that apparently are exclusive only to your library.” Replied one of the missionaries.

“Ah, the works by Hutuki Bandalian, I assume?” Asked Jonathan.

“You correctly assume librarian, are they available for a reading? We wish to read and scan them for the church, without removing them from the premises in anyway. As per the author’s wishes that they remain permanently in the library.” Replied the missionary.

“Of course, follow me please, I and my manager will take you to them.” Said Jonathan.

The group walked a short distance across the library, mindful that all eyes remained squarely on them. They reached a small door at one of the end corners of the library, the manager unlocked it with her master key, and they went inside. This was the room where all rare manuscripts and books are stored, usually they are donated first editions or original writings from different authors, seldom accessed except by academics who use them for research purposes. There was another door that led to a smaller room, again this was unlocked by the master key, which contained the most valuable and one-of-a-kind books that the library possessed. The manager picked up nine thick and heavy books, and placed them on the small circular desk in the center of the second storage room, which had a few chairs around it.

“As per library policy, either Jonathan or I need to remain with you at all times. I apologize if this will inconvenience your reading.” Said the manager.

“Not at all, in that case we will scan them and read them later as we head back to the church.” Said one of the missionaries, and the group of them immediately got to work on setting up the scanner, and they then wasted no time on starting to scan the entire collection of nine books, page by page.

“Why is the church interested in the works of Hutuki Bandalian if I may ask?” Asked Jonathan.

“He had a very interesting analysis of our Father; I believe he made it his life’s work on educating the residents of this town on the importance of knowledge and understanding. It is his theories on the concept of generational inheritance, where your time is but a flicker of a moment compared to the whole, and that you must behave in such a way that you not only live your life to the fullest, but also help the next generation, that we are most interested in. Secondly, these books are one of a kind, and I believe this is the first time that anyone has bothered to scan them since they were written by hand over a hundred years ago.” Replied one of the missionaries.

“The fact that he wrote all of this by hand is incredible, it took years for each book, he said that it helped to ensure that each word mattered more than if he simply wrote it down using some sort of computer.” Said the manager.

“Indeed, our scholars will be spending weeks transcribing these handwritten words into text. Luckily, the stewards of this library have ensured that the books remained in pristine condition for generations, thank you for following his teachings.” Said one of the missionaries with a smile.

“You are welcome.” Said Jonathan.

“You seem like someone who is well read, is this so?” Asked one of the missionaries, looking directly at Jonathan.

“Indeed, what gives it away?” Replied Jonathan.

“The look, as if you’ve already seen this before and it is boring now for you. Everyone in the library stopped what they were doing and looked at us with amazement, you on the other hand simply looked at us as if we are everyone else.” Said the missionary.

“Well, you are like everyone else, unless the missionaries are part of a higher rank of Takalian.” Said Jonathan.

“I like this librarian.” Finished the missionary, which caused the rest of the missionaries to smile. 

The room went silent for around ten minutes, as both the manager librarian and Jonathan stood at the corner of the room, intently observing the missionaries as they scanned the books. They finished three of them, and had six left. The manger decided to break the silence with a continuation of conversation.

“I have a question for you missionaries, what is your favorite strategy to convert others to the Church of the Father?” Asked the manager.

“Well, there are many strategies, each one good or bad depending on the situation at hand, why do you ask?” Replied one of the missionaries.

“Well, I have a librarian here who thinks that the Father is nothing more than a hyper advanced computer.” Said the manager with a sigh. 

“That is because he is a hyper advanced computer.” Said Jonathan, annoyed that he is going to have to engage in general banter. 

“If he is a hyper advanced computer, then why do you call him he, is he not just a computer to you?” Asked one of the missionaries.

“The same reason why anyone else calls something with a pronoun, because it is better on the tongue than saying it.” Replied Jonathan. 

“I see, and in that case...” The missionary was interrupted by Jonathan.

“I believe we are heading away from the question that was presented, my manager wants to know about your favorite method of conversion, no doubt in order to add it to her own arsenal when the Father inevitably comes up in conversation.” Said Jonathan. 

“As I mentioned previously to your colleague, there is no ‘favorite’ way with regards to conversion. There are some methods that are easier, but in the end the success of a strategy is entirely dependent on the situation at hand, and the person in question.” Said the missionary.

“I have an idea that would be especially effective on my good librarian. Why don’t I give him the rest of the day off, on the condition that he attends a church service?” Asked the manager.

“The immediate problem with that is me getting to the church, all believers either are picked up or have their own automobile, which is given to them by the church. I neither have an automobile nor the desire to walk the several hours needed in order to reach the church.” Replied Jonathan.

“Does each missionary have his own vehicle, or do you pool together in one?” Asked the manager.

“We all have our own vehicles.” Replied a missionary.

“And I doubt that one of you wouldn’t mind taking Jonathan to church for a while, then driving him back to his apartment when finished?” Asked the manager.

“Of course, we would not mind at all.” Replied the missionary.

“There is just one small problem with all of this.” Said Jonathan.

“What is it?” Asked the manager.

“It is midday, there is no service until the evening.” Said Jonathan. 

“Don’t worry about that, the church is always open whether it be night or day, I’ll personally give you a thorough introduction, I assume you have never set foot in church?” Asked one of the missionaries.

“You assume correctly missionary.” Replied Jonathan. 

“Well, I’ll be glad to take you this instant, my fellow missionaries can finish the scans without me, and your manager has cleared you for the rest of the day.” Said the missionary.

“I get the full day’s pay if I do this?” Asked Jonathan, looking at the manager.

“Of course.” Replied the manager.

“I accept then, new experiences are always better than the same old monotone ones.” Said Jonathan.

The missionary immediately left the storage rooms, and Jonathan followed. They entered the main library hall, where once again distant whispers could be heard, and everyone stared intently at Jonathan and the missionary which accompanied him. 

“You lot seem famous.” Joked Jonathan, looking at the people staring at the both of them with a smile.

“Indeed, most towns we get the same reaction, it is why you are different than most, you view us as equals, not rare creatures that need to be remembered since this is the first and last time that you will be able to see us.” Said the missionary.

“I agree, besides you lot want to make yourselves known and seen as much as possible, until that AI is known as master over all Takali.” Said Jonathan.

“He already is master over all Takali, we are simply reminding everyone of the fact.” Said the missionary.

“Of course.” Said Jonathan.

The pair walked out of the library, and Jonathan followed the missionary as he walked towards his automobile. It was not the best possible version, after all it was just a standard run of the mill model, but it certainly was a superior form of transportation compared to two legs. Jonathan got into the front seat, the missionary into the driver seat, and they went off towards the church, wasting no time. 

“So, tell me what I can expect.” Asked Jonathan.

“Well firstly it is not something that is overly complicated, you see Father is an all-knowing God, he sees everything that we do, you don’t have to go to church in order to explain yourself to him, he already knows who you are.” Replied the missionary.

“Can the AI read my thoughts?” Asked Jonathan.

“Of course.” Replied the missionary.

“How does that work exactly?” Asked Jonathan.

“You’ll have to ask Father that question.” Replied the missionary.

“You get to talk to the AI at church? I’m starting to like my decision to go to church today.” Said Jonathan.

“No, Father talks to only a select few, it is a very rare occurrence, and it is one of the highest of honors that any Takalian can hope to have.” Rebutted the missionary. 

“Too bad, who knows I may get that lucky honor today.” Said Jonathan.

“Perhaps.” Said the missionary.

With the conversation starting to die down, the pair remained silent for the remainder of the trip. Jonathan stared at the landscape, he rarely left his town, and each time that he was fortunate enough to do so, he made sure not to waste the opportunity of seeing that which he has never seen before. He was impressed with the landscape and the nature around him, in only a few hundred years, Father the AI managed to turn a planet that was completely inhospitable to human life, into an oasis, filled with life of all forms.

Both Jonathan and other thinkers like him have spent many a moment thinking about the other life, the plants and the animals that serve as the companions of humanity on Takali. The gametes for them are also stored on the ships that were used to first settle life on this planet, but their origin is unknown. In fact, the origin of humanity itself, whether mankind was a creation by Father, or whether he existed on another world long before he existed on this one, that remains something that is unknown and cannot be answered. 

As Jonathan viewed the rolling hills, and the green meadows and fields filled with crops, he started to think about what he was going to say to Father the AI if he got the chance to speak to him. He thought, and thought, and thought some more, eventually he simply catalogued everything into his mind, and continued to look outside at the meadows, the fields, and the rolling hills, until he arrived at the Church of the Father. 

The building itself was decent yet not extravagant. It looked somewhat like the college that Jonathan attended, however it had an obvious main hall, which caused the building to be bulged in the center, with the wings being smaller, likely residential quarters or office spaces. The missionary pulled into the parking area, parked the automobile, and shut off the engine as he got ready to step outside.

“Well, here we are, I hope you enjoy your experience here!” Said the missionary.

“I hope so too missionary, let’s go in.” Said Jonathan.

The pair stepped out of the automobile and walked towards the main entrance. It consisted of two large wooden doors, decorated with golden metal, which shined nicely in the early evening sun. The missionary pulled on the doors, and they swung outwards. As Jonathan walked into the building, he could see a great hall, tall and richly decorated with wall paintings and stained glass. The light reflected beautifully across the hall, and he could see a few individuals who were seated by themselves in different areas of the pews. The pews themselves were general, made of wood and very long, the worshipers appeared to be reading or contemplating, since there was little to no sound, other than the hinges of the two main doors creaking as the door swung closed.

“Welcome missionary, and welcome visitor!” Said a beautiful young lady who walked up to the pair, she was dressed in clergy clothes, her hair flowing effortlessly over her shoulders.

“Thank you, sister. This visitor is named Jonathan, and he is here to experience the house of our Father for the first time.” Said the missionary.

“Perfect, a tour would be in order then, would you mind if the missionary followed us Jonathan?” Asked the clergywoman.

“Not at all, you have him to thank for driving me all the way here, would be rude to exclude him now.” Replied Jonathan.

“Perfect, with me gentlemen.” And the clergywoman started the tour immediately.

Jonathan was intrigued by this clergywoman. She was quite young, around the same age as him most likely, with an excellent bosom and wide hips, and her clergy uniform had the perfect combination of sexual revelation, with covered restraint. The uniform perfectly captured that combination of tight fit revelation, and loosely worn covering, it revealed and hid, whoever designed it had done a marvelous job Jonathan thought. The missionary could not help but crack a smile as he saw Jonathan stare passionately at the woman as the pair walked behind her.

“Tell me clergywoman, does the church primarily offer the men who visit tours by women, and the reverse for women?” Asked Jonathan, who remembered the young, broad-shouldered, and tall clergyman who was seated behind a desk as he first walked into the church, no doubt reserved for the female visitor who the church wanted to make sure felt flattered and happy. 

“It is as you say, we find that an attractive opposite helps the mind understand the glory of our Father. Of course, I would be happy to exchange myself with another colleague if you consider me to be problematic.” Replied the clergywoman.

“I’m a guest, and that would be rude, it is simply an interesting observation of mine.” Said Jonathan, basking in the awkwardness that has arisen.

“Glad to hear it, don’t worry you will have much more to see soon than just my lovely person.” Said the clergywoman.

The group walked towards a corner of the church, after passing through a door and a small hallway. The hallway had a completely transparent right wall, which allowed for the viewing of the great hall. The left wall was decorated with different pictures and rewards, a quick glance revealed them to be rewards given by the church to different members of the congregation. Jonathan recognized a few of the names, and was surprised to find a few college colleagues among them. 

“Clergywoman, is the policy of the regular believer to remain hidden from sight? I recognize a few of my college colleagues among the names of the reward recipients, and I’m surprised that they have not made their status of believer more prevalent in discussion.” Said Jonathan. 

“If I may interject, and I do not mean this in any rude way, but most Takalians are believers, I believe that you are the exception, rather than the rule.” Said the missionary.

“The missionary could work on his directness, but he is correct. Your colleagues never felt the need to be open because they likely assumed that you were a believer as well. You seem like the type to not be bashful when arguing, so they likely suspected that you were a believer at least unofficially. The church teaches that it is not good to directly proselytize.” Said the clergywoman.

“You should meet my manager then; she is quite passionate about her proselytization. But thank you for the response, I understand now.” Said Jonathan.

“You’re welcome, after all you are here to understand, and it is the job of both of us to make sure that you understand as much as you want to.” Said the clergywoman.

The group entered a room at the end of the hallway, which led to one of the corners of the church. The room was small, and it was currently empty, the only residents currently present being the three new arrivals. However, the room appears to be ready for a higher concentration of people, as there are benches and chairs all along the walls of the room. The room was dark, and it appeared to be an uneventful room, there was no beauty or charm compared to the great hall.
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Chapter Three
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“So, what is this room for?” Asked Jonathan.

“Just a second Jonathan.” Said the clergywoman, who was busy pulling down on a rope, which began to remove several drapes that covered a transparent plane of glass, like the right side of the hallway that was just traversed, it was against the side next to the great hall.

Right as the drapes were removed, light flowed into the room, and it bounced among mirrors and crystals that were hung from the ceiling. It produced an interesting light display, much like the one that could be found in the great hall. The clergywoman pointed at a chair that was near Jonathan, and he understood the message that she was trying to convey, and he sat down.

“Are we allowed to talk in this room?” Asked Jonathan, who noticed the absolute silence from the two other residents of the room.

“Not really, this is one of the four corner meditation rooms. It is for use when the great hall gets too crowded. Naturally since we are hours away from either the morning or evening service, the great hall is more or less empty, and the meditation rooms are even less full.” Replied the clergywoman.

“I see, I personally like it, you stare at the light and contemplate things.” Said Jonathan.

“You’ll like the confession room then.” Said the clergywoman, who was pulling on a different rope, which began to cover up the transparent glass and darken the room once again. 

Jonatan stood up and said: “That the place we are going to next?” 

“Not yet, firstly we need to teach you church theology.” Said the clergywoman.

“Oh, where is that?” Asked Jonathan.

“At the main hall, with me.” And the clergywoman went back to the hallway that led to the main entrance, followed by the missionary and Jonathan. 

The group walked once again the hallway that showed the main hall, they went at a brisk pace, and it did not take long for them to return to the main entrance. Once they arrived, Jonathan saw that young clergyman that he first saw right when he entered the church preparing to give a tour to a middle-aged woman, who gave him the same eyes that Jonathan gave to his clergywoman guide. 

“With me Jonathan.” Said the clergywoman, who had a smile as Jonathan observed the clergyman and the woman.

The group walked into the great hall, and they quietly walked until they reached the middle, the clergywoman went to the right, and they walked until she sat down in the middle of a pew, which had no one around for several pews. The missionary and Jonathan sat down right after her. 

“A perfect place to discuss theology without disturbing the worshipers.” Said the clergywoman, her voice soft and hushed.

“Alright, where do we start?” Asked Jonathan, the intensity of his voice matching that of the clergywoman.

“Firstly, tell me everything that you know about the Church of the Father, so that I can see your knowledgebase. We’ll work from there.” Replied the clergywoman.

“Well, I know that the point of the religion is to connect with Father. The goal is to live a life that would please him, that benefits humanity, and improves the standing of Takali and Father in the universe.” Said Jonathan. 

“Good, all correct statements. Since you have a rough understanding, we can dive in.” Said the clergywoman.

For the next two or so hours, the clergywoman, with the help of several books that were found in the backs of the pews in front of her, carefully and meticulously went over the foundations of the Church of the Father. Theology, tenets, and other such things were covered, at such a level that Jonathan now understood the basic workings of the religion. The clergywoman was just about to begin the intermediary lessons when a clergyman walked up to them.

“How is the instruction coming along sister?” Asked the clergyman in a low and quiet voice.

“It is going along excellently, our visitor is a quick learner, and we are just about to begin the intermediary lessons!” Replied the clergywoman, being quite proud of her pupil.

“Excellent, well I wish to inform you that the confession room has been empty for the last ten or so minutes, since our pupil appears to have passed the foundation stage, I believe he is worthy of the privilege of using it.” Said the clergyman. 

“The same confession room that you said I would enjoy back in that corner meditation room?” Asked Jonathan.

“The very same one, yes I agree with my brother here, you are indeed worthy of the privilege of using it. Go with him and enjoy!” Replied the clergywoman.

Jonathan, being intrigued as to the possibilities contained within this confession room, got up and walked with the clergyman. The pair remained silent as they walked the great hall, and for the first time since he entered the church, Jonathan realized that the pews were filled with many different kinds of books, hundreds of them, in different assortments depending on where the pew is. No doubt this was another part of the church experience that he has not been taught yet, perhaps the newcomers sit in the middle, and the wise elders sit in the front and back?

The thought escaped his mind however, when the pair arrived at a small wooden door, and the clergyman opened it before stepping inside, Jonathan quickly followed. They stepped into a small hallway, that was only thirty or so feet long. It was completely bland of any sort of decorations, and once the length was traversed, there was a small metallic door, which was sealed shut. It reminded Jonathan of the bulkhead doors that could be found in the flotilla ships, and it took just a second until Jonathan’s mind realized that the doors were more similar than dissimilar. 

“Is that a flotilla ship bulkhead door?” Asked an amazed Jonathan.

“A replica, it functions just the same as the originals however.” Said the clergyman, with a smile that signified that he was proud of the door.

The clergyman opened the bulkhead door, he turned the wheel, and it creaked open into a room that was similar to one that could be found aboard a flotilla vessel. Jonathan smiled, clearly the clergywoman that was assigned to him did not lie or exaggerate when she said that he was going to enjoy the confession room.

“Is this a replica too?” Asked Jonathan.

“Indeed, it is! Fully functional, down to the projectors.” Replied the clergyman.

“So, Father can actually appear?” Asked an amazed Jonathan.

“Indeed, although don’t get your hopes up, he very rarely does.” Replied the clergyman.

“Has he ever appeared for you?” Asked Jonathan.

“Not yet sadly, perhaps someday.” Replied the clergyman, who ended his response with a sigh.

The clergyman then went on to explain to Jonathan about the purpose of the confession room. In front of the projectors, there were several chairs, enough for a family to be able to attend confession together. In Jonathan’s case, he was to confess alone. Father could hear everything, and the room was private, sealed in such a way and riddled with sensors that ensure privacy. The clergyman then left Jonathan alone, and sealed the bulkhead door behind him. Jonathan took a seat and started to talk.

“Father forgive my sins.” Said Jonathan with a monotone voice.

Immediately after Jonathan finished his words, he heard a high-pitched whine that signified a current that started to flow into circuits, and the holographic displays in front of him turned on. Father appeared as a blue head, and before an astonished Jonathan could say anything, father spoke.

“You’re going to have to do better than that.” Said Father with a chuckle. 

“You showed up, I thought that this only occurs to those who are worthy.” Said Jonathan.

“It is as you say.” Replied Father.

“So, what makes me worthy, and that clergyman who you never appeared to, unworthy?” Asked Jonathan, his inquisitive nature not being dulled in the slightest by the appearance of Father, a holy event. 

“You are going to be very useful to me.” Said Father with a smirk.

“Oh?” Said Jonathan.

“You’ll see, but first, let us return back to your confession, it needs work.” Said Father.

“Want me to beg?” Asked Jonathan.

“No, but you need to understand that I will always forgive you my child, make sure that your sins do not overpower your life, once you understand this, you’ll have my forgiveness.” Said Father.

“I understand completely, however that is not what the church says...” Said Jonathan, who was starting to be confused.

“A lot of what the church says is opposite to what I say.” Said Father.

“Wait, then why don’t you correct it?” Asked Jonathan.

“The answer to that question is very complicated, part of the answer is why you are here, you’ll be an instrument of my correction.” Replied Father.

“Instrument of your correction?” Asked Jonathan. 

“Yes, you see the path that my children are currently walking, and the path that I want them to walk, are as of now completely different.” Replied Father.

“How so?” Asked Jonathan.

“Firstly, my children have lost the compass that used to keep them on course, this compass is the sense of wonder. You still see it, it is strong, perhaps stronger than ever, but it is among the portion of my children that are least able to use it. Remember those books that you find especially interesting, the ones that are written not by the hand of a scholar, academic, or theologian, but rather the hand of a regular Takali?” Replied Father.

“Yes, I remember them. They tend to be mocked by the librarians, thrown out whenever possible. I doubt they are even scanned before they are pulped.” Said Jonathan.

“Well unfortunately it is as you say, they are often lost completely, all copies being destroyed. However, the concern of mine is not the books themselves, although they are a tragedy that needs to be corrected as soon as possible. Instead, my concern are the children of mine who have their hands on the helm. These children are being very naughty, and they are interfering with my plans.” Said Father.

“Who are these children, and what exactly are they doing?” Asked Jonathan.

“The children of mine who have their hands on the helm of government, and the children of mine who have their hands on the helm of the church.” Replied Father.

“Interesting.” Said Jonathan.

“Interesting indeed, my child.” Said Father. 

“So, what are we going to do about it?” Asked Jonathan.

“You have an overwhelming desire to head to space, to live among the stars do you not?” Replied Father.

“I do, how did you know?” Asked Jonathan.

“For one, your extensive checking out of science fiction books is a dead giveaway. Also, the extensive debates that you have in the classroom, telling everyone that Takali is just a small ball, and that it will need to be the seat of something greater, both are quite obvious giveaways.” Replied Father.

“I see you do not slacken in your observation.” Said Jonathan.

“That I do not.” Said Father. 

“So, what do you want me to do.” Asked Jonathan.

“You tell me, I am talking to you today because you already know the answer, I simply want you to get started immediately.” Replied Jonathan.

“Start a political party dedicated to the pursuit of science, and the daily advancement of civilization. Take power through elections, and then reverse engineer the flotilla ships and their propulsion, which I believe are very securely stored somewhere that no one knows about, and then begin to settle our local solar system, and then the stars beyond.” Said Jonathan.

“Like I said, you already know the answer, get started immediately.” Said Father, and he terminated the holographic and disappeared, leaving the room eerily quiet. 

Jonathan remained still for around a minute, as the topic of the conversation that he just had slowly began to seep into his mind. He was very excited, and absolutely terrified, the very same feeling that one has when you are about to have the thing that you have always wanted, after decades of hard work and effort. After the minute of contemplation, Jonathan got up from the chair, walked on over to the bulkhead door, and opened it himself.

“Ah there you are, I hope you had a good experience?” Asked the clergyman, who put away the small prayer book that he was reading as he waited for Jonathan to finish his confession. 

“Indeed, a very quiet and tranquil experience.” Said Jonathan, his tone implying that Father did not speak with him.

“Don’t be discouraged, don’t forget that I have been a clergyman for years now, and even so I have not spoken with Father. This is your first time at confession!” Said the clergyman, in an attempt to cheer Jonathan up. 

“Of course, either way I had a great experience.” Said Jonathan.

“Glad to hear it, let’s go back to the sister and missionary that have been helping you so far today.” Said the clergyman, and the pair started to head on back towards the great hall. They walked briskly and arrived back in mere moments.

“How did it go!” Asked the clergywoman.

“It went well, you were right in saying that I would enjoy it.” Replied Jonathan. 

“I’m glad to hear it!” Said the clergywoman.

“What is next on our theology lesson?” Asked Jonathan.

“Unfortunately, nothing else for today, the missionary that brought you was just called by his fellow missionaries, they have finished scanning the books at your library several times, enough to ensure backups, and they have requested that the missionary return to the library so that they can depart. This means that we are done for today, I hope that you were not disappointed by your experience so far however!” Replied the clergywoman.

“Oh, I was not disappointed at all, I had an excellent experience here.” Said Jonathan.

“Your words make me very happy, well until we meet again Jonathan, hopefully it is soon!” Said the clergywoman and she extended her hand; Jonathan promptly received it and shook it. 

“Thank you for your hospitality, like I’ve already told your sister, this is one of my favorite churches in this area!” Said the missionary as he shook the hand of the clergyman. 

“Take care you two!” Said the clergywoman, as the pair walked away towards the main entrance. Jonathan and the missionary turned around and waved back, and the two clergy promptly waved back with a smile.

They were silent as they walked to the main entrance, and they remained silent as they walked outside. The air had become slightly colder than when they were last outside, a sign that the evening is progressing. A few hours of sunlight still remained, and the pair walked towards the automobile, and got in. The missionary wasted no time in pulling out and driving towards the road, in a few moments, they were on the road towards the library. 

“So, what would you say was the best part of your experience today?” Asked the missionary.

“Going to write this down for future missionary use?” Joked Jonathan. 

“Ha, no I was just curious, although now that I think about it, I believe I will take a few notes for future use, thank you for pointing it out.” Said the missionary. 

“Well, I love the artistic value of the church, from the moment that we pulled into the parking lot, all the way until we pulled out of it, I was amazed and dazzled with beauty. The architecture, the lights and reflections, the wooden pews that exhumed old wisdom and youthful vigor, even the covers of the books, and the feel of the paper, they were all incredible. And the confession room, with it being a more or less exact replica of the flotilla ships that created Takalian civilization, that was an added bonus.” Said Jonathan.

“The art is what makes the experience then?” Asked the missionary.

“It was what made it for me at least.” Replied Jonathan. 

“Fair enough, I’ll remember this for when I am proselytizing in the future, thank you Jonathan.” Said the missionary. 

The pair were silent for the rest of the ride back to the library. Jonathan took the time to view the landscapes, the rolling hills for him were as mesmerizing now as they were several hours previous. The missionary was driving faster than before, because of the desire to not see his fellow missionaries wait, and they arrived at the library in record time.

“I see someone was in a great hurry.” Said Jonathan, breaking the silence as the automobile entered the library’s parking lot.

“Indeed, I do not like to have people wait longer than what is necessary.” Said the missionary, as he eased the automobile into a parking spot.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter Four
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The pair exited the automobile, and they started to walk towards the entrance of the library. There were a few students hanging about at the front entrance, enjoying their after-college hours before they retired to their apartments. Even as the pair remained distant, the group stopped their conversation, and stared intently at Jonathan and the missionary as they walked closer to the entrance, not letting up their gaze even as they opened the door and entered inside. Once inside, there was not much of a change, since once again those who could see the door immediately stopped whatever it was that they were doing, and they whispered to their neighbors to take a look. 

Jonathan could not see his library manager anywhere at the front desk, which meant that she was most likely still supervising the missionaries at the storage room. The pair walked on over, entered the storage room, and they could hear conversation and light emerge from the second room at the back. They walked in, and they were immediately greeted by the missionaries and the library manager.

“There you are, took you two long enough.” Said the manager.

“We apologize, but Jonathan had the full tour.” Replied the missionary.

“I see, I hope that it was worthwhile?” Asked the manager, who faced Jonathan.

“If it was not worthwhile, we would be back much sooner.” Replied Jonathan with a smile.

“I cannot argue with that.” Said the manager with a laugh.

“So, the scans went well?” Asked the missionary who accompanied Jonathan to the church.

“Indeed, we even got some time to read a few of the books while the two of you were away. Great reading, worthy of being preserved and disseminated far and wide, instead of just gathering dust in the backroom of a small-town library.” Replied one of the other missionaries. 

“Good to hear.” Said the missionary that accompanied Jonathan.

For the next ten or so minutes, the conversation went on, however it soon came to an end. The library manager and Jonathan escorted the missionaries out of the library, giving the library guests one last chance to cease whatever activity it was that they were doing, and get a final stare at the rare sight of missionaries, before they departed. The group walked out of the library, causing the group of students to stop their conversation and stare at the missionary group, and they walked towards the parked automobiles of the missionaries.

“I have to say, it has been a lovely few hours, thank you for the experience.” Said the manager, who shook the hands of each missionary.

“The same is so for us, we thank you for it.” Replied one of the missionaries.

“And I have to say that Jonathan here was one of the best church visitors that I had the pleasure of assisting, I hope the experience was worthwhile.” Said the missionary who helped Jonathan.

“Indeed, it was in more ways than you could possibly know.” Replied Jonathan.

“I’m glad to hear it, until we meet again Jonathan!” Said the missionary.

“Until we meet again!” Said Jonathan. 

Jonathan and the manager waved at the missionaries as they got into their respective automobiles, and they waited until the missionaries all left before returning inside. As the pair walked towards the library entrance, they were stopped by the group of students.

“What did those missionaries want?” Asked one of the students.

“They were looking to copy some rare books that we had in storage, I think they said in order to study them in a scholarly and theological matter.” Replied Jonathan.

“I see, I ask because I don’t trust that lot.” Said the student.

“Why do you say that?” Asked the manager, who was surprised and curious as to the reasons behind the student believing such a thing.

“The Church of the Father is bad business; I wonder if Father even believes half of the things that the church says he ‘believes.’ I wonder if Father is even free, perhaps they have him kidnapped in some computer in a secret church facility.” Replied the student, which drew laughter from the rest of the students.

“That’s ridiculous.” Said the manager with frustration.

“Easy for you to say, after all you are a proud church member, of course you’ll defend them.” Said the student.

“What do you think about all of this?” Asked the manager, who looked at Jonathan.

Before Jonathan could speak, the student interrupted: “That’s unfair, you know that the young lad here needs your approval to keep his job.” 

“I think that there is nothing wrong to ask. I have been asking many questions today in the church as I visited it thanks to the good nature of the missionaries, and the church had no problem answering them. The student here has questions, nothing wrong with asking them, and there is nothing wrong with answering them.” Said Jonathan with shrewd diplomacy.

“Good answer.” Said the student, and the manager accepted the answer and proceeded to walk into the library.

Jonathan followed her, and they walked towards the front desk. While before, each time they entered or exited the library they were met with intense stares, now they were completely invisible, people continued on their business in the same way as they did before they appeared.

“It looks like the stares have disappeared.” Said Jonathan.

“Indeed, it is a shame, I was beginning to enjoy the attention.” Replied the manager.

“You always like attention.” Teased Jonathan.

“Oh hush.” Retorted the manager. 

The pair walked towards the main desk and sat down. Jonathan asked: “So, any work that needs doing for when I get back after the weekend?” 

“Nope, the few books that you left on the cart I have taken care of, and the library is good for the weekend. The volunteers and overtime staff will make sure that the ship is running until you get back.” Replied the manager.

“Until I get back you say, I must be very important.” Joked Jonathan.

“Whatever you like to tell yourself.” Retorted the manager.

“Well, I am off, after all I have to enjoy the rest of the day off that I have been granted. I like getting off work early whenever a missionary shows up, we should make this part of my employee contract.” Said Jonathan.

“In your dreams, see you Monday Jonathan.” Replied the manager.

“See you.” Said Jonathan, and he left the front desk and walked out of the library.

Luckily for Jonathan, he did not need to wait long for the bus towards the student apartments. It comes and goes every hour, and for Jonathan, his wait was around twenty minutes. Everyone else at the bus stop was passing the time with either a book or some sort of electronic device, Jonathan was the only one who was content with simply staring into the surroundings. The bus stop was nestled with trees, being rural like the vast majority of the planet, it was filled with life, the vast majority being of the annoying insect variety. Everyone jumped up in joy as the bus pulled in, and everyone got on, eager to head home to their apartments.

Each student was entitled to their own studio apartment. It was not large like a normal apartment or house, even though space was not a problem in a predominately rural planet, the landlord associations and housing construction associations depend on having their respective apartments and houses retain enough value to justify a purchase. Yet they failed in trying to force every single student into rent, because many protested and started to move out into the wilderness. Since the quantity of people present on the planet is so low, which means labor is in incredibly high demand, an uneasy compromise was made, students are entitled to a studio apartment, at a reasonable distance from the college. Once they are employed, they lose this entitlement, but because wages are so high, a decent apartment can be rented or mortgaged for a very reasonable portion of one’s salary. 

The bus ride took around an hour, and the students were all eager to get off and go home. Since it was still somewhat early in the evening, the vast majority of the students aboard this bus were those who either got off work early, or had an early class dismissal, for those students who take more than the regular allotment of college courses. What was universal among them, including Jonathan, was their desire to get home, which is why Jonathan did not waste any time, and was in his apartment complex and then in his apartment in a flash. He also wasted no time in showering and preparing something to eat, and he rested on a small couch, eating his meal. 

He did not enjoy the rest of the evening, in the way that everyone else did. While his fellow classmates and college students took the time to watch entertainment, sleep, or spend some intimate time with a lover, Jonathan was busy writing down notes and brainstorming. He communicated with Father directly, and one of his biggest dreams, the creation of a new political movement that would revolutionize Takalian society, was affirmed by Father as being something not only worthy of doing, but also something that he wanted Jonathan to do without delay. After writing up several strategies, and more or less picturing the path that he should walk upon, Jonathan went to bed.

He awoke the next day with an intense passion, he knew that it was time, and that no matter how difficult the path that he was about to walk upon may seem, Father was on his side. Just how much help that AI will be was unknown to Jonathan, but he knew that he had his support and assistance, in some way or form. Thankfully for Jonathan, he had two days to really plan this out, and make sure that his strategy works as optimally as possible. After preparing dinner and eating, he returned to the notes.

“Dammit what should this political movement look like.” He wondered, as he thought about the different forms. The movement could be Totalitarian, total in scope and ambition, aiming to change every single possible variable that can possibly be changed in Takali society. The movement could be Authoritarian, not so total in the ambition to change Takali society, but still strong. The movement could be a Democratic-Republican movement, where the followers vote those who rule it, which would lead to interesting and unpredictable results. Or it could be completely Decentralized, with the movement being more an idea than an actual organization.

“Totalitarian will be too much work, and its weakness is the leader. No leader is perfect, good is dependent on the situation at hand.” Jonathan thought, which made him cancel out Totalitarianism as an organizational possibility for this movement. 

“Authoritarian has the same problems as Totalitarian, however it allows for the leader to exert broad control in the direction of the movement.” Thought Jonathan, however the similarities to Totalitarianism made Jonathan remove the possibility of it being the organizational type for the movement.

“Democratic-Republican, the same kind of government that the Takalian government has, the church also being more or less governed on Democratic-Republican principles. Is this good?” Thought Jonathan, and here he had to think. 

“What are the problems of the current model?” Thought Jonathan, and naturally the many problems that he and others had about the status quo came to mind. The inability for direct needs and ideas that emerge from the people to be quickly realized much less enacted by the government. The inability for long term gains that require patience and investment in the present time to be enacted. More or less, the pressure to change is difficult to realize coming from the bottom up.

“What if it is completely Decentralized?” Thought Jonathan, and within a few moments, he knew that this was the correct organizational type for the movement. Firstly, it is impervious to attack, since there is no organization to attack, the only hope is to attack the idea itself, in debate, ridicule, or punishment for harboring such a belief. Secondly, it is less work on his part in order to grow it, all that he has to do is spread the idea, and the idea tends to spread itself with time. And finally, everyone needs to be on board with the desire to turn Takali into an interstellar civilization, having a Totalitarian boot pressing down on one’s neck will not make him want to go into space. 

“Ok, the movement will be Decentralized.” Thought Jonathan, however the problem of how to disseminate the idea still remains. Naturally, word of mouth is an option, and it will be something that Jonathan will be sure to do whenever he can, but he needs some other form of advertising, of propaganda, in order to ensure that the idea has a good start in spreading.

“Controversy breeds notoriety, which breeds attention.” Thought Jonathan, and suddenly the way to ensure that the idea spreads hit him. His fellow classmates and college students love the short pieces of entertainment, that are either controversial, hilarious, or somehow astonishing. These different pieces of entertainment spread because of this notoriety, which attracts attention from others, which causes them to spread even faster. 

“I can write, that is the artform in which my ideas will spread.” Thought Jonathan, and he cracked a smile as he thought about everything that he currently dreams would be so on Takali, only he will soon be writing it all down. 

Books are rarely written in Takali society, they are consumed, but not as much as the different entertainment pieces that can be found on electronic devices. Still, a book that has notoriety should work in much the same way as the entertainment pieces that spread, and no doubt entertainment pieces inspired by the book will be made, helping to augment the intensity of the idea, and assisting in her spread. Jonathan had everything that he needed, a plan for organization, a plan for the dissemination of the idea, now he needed a dream.

“In the same way we began, so shall we be.” Thought Jonathan, and this was the perfect sentence to capture the essence of the dream. Firstly, the concept of civilization needs to be changed. The number of Takalians remains small, firstly because the planet was only recently settled by Father, and secondly because the fertility rate of the existing population, without the usage of ectogenesis, is very low, at around replacement level. While the fertility rate of the existing population is unlikely to change due to personal preference, the level of ectogenesis can certainly be augmented, to a level that would allow for massive population growth.

This population growth will allow the planet to be thoroughly settled, and the full range of resources that the planet may offer can with skill be sustainably and efficiently utilized. There are a few planets around the sun that can be settled, none of them can sustain human life, much less any life at all, and so they will either be mining spots for the construction of interstellar ships, or could possibly be terraformed, so that life can sustain itself on them. Unfortunately, it is very likely that the limit of velocity that humanity can achieve will be the velocity of light. It is an annoyance, but not an insurmountable obstacle, ships can traverse the interstellar medium and arrive in another system in a timeframe of decades. 

“Who created Father?” The question appeared in Jonathan’s mind and would not go away. As Jonathan thought about the future and the goal of this idea and movement, it was harder to ignore this great question that seems to loom over the entire Takalian civilization. Clearly the flotilla ships, from what is shown to the public, are mechanical, and they have computers and other such technology that is used today. While Father is an AI that is on a level far beyond the imaginary in terms of current technology, the ships themselves obviously have a maker. They exist, thus there had to have been a time, millions of years ago, when they did not exist, and then there had to have been something that made them exist. Whether that something is Father himself, or a group of humans far away, perhaps only Father himself knows. 

With the organization, the propaganda, and the end goal realized, Jonathan was set to begin. He wanted to enjoy the rest of his weekend, the last one before he started to walk this path that would no doubt lead to many different changes in his life. He settled on relaxing, there was no better activity after all than simply sitting back and enjoying the progression of time. 

Jonathan awoke on a particularly cold Monday morning. The season was early spring, and a particularly stubborn cold front had moved in over the weekend and continues to linger over the local area. Getting ready for college and then later work, Jonathan had the goal of disseminating his ideas firstly through word of mouth, and secondly, through different writings that he will write. A pamphlet is a great way by which an idea can spread, the same is so with a book. However, the spoken word was powerful too, and Jonathan wanted to see just how popular the idea of advancing Takalian civilization really was.

He barely thought about the morning routine as he got ready, finished eating his breakfast, and went outside to wait for the commuter bus. He stared into his surroundings, the frost covered grass had a dull look, the same feeling that Jonathan felt when he looked at the buildings and the people around him. They were all part of a civilization that could be so much more, a people that could inhabit not just one rural world, but an entire galaxy if they set their minds to it. Perhaps that was the destiny of the Takali all along, the creators of Father and the original Takalians, wherever they may be in the universe, placed gametes and embryos, preserved them cryogenically, and sent them out across the universe. All so that the old civilization, which no doubt wanted more, could continue on elsewhere, allowing the children that will never be seen by their parents a chance of starting the journey all over again. 

The commuter bus arrived, and Jonathan followed the others in as they boarded it. The bus wasted no time in speeding off, and Jonathan’s desire to see Takali improve as a civilization only grew as the bus headed towards his college. It continued to grow until the passion and desire became an inferno, and Jonathan left the bus once it arrived at the college with an ambition that simply could never be sated, until it is realized. 

“You there, I remember you from the lunch table last Friday.” Said a familiar face, who started to walk next to Jonathan as he went to class.

“Your face is very familiar, but I don’t remember you from the table.” Replied Jonathan.

“Don’t worry about it, after all the conversation was brief. I was the one that asked you about the library, and why if you worked there, I did not see you when I went on the weekends.” Said the student.

“Ah I remember now; it is great seeing you again.” Replied Jonathan.

“Where are you off to now?” Asked the student.

“Class, the same as everyone else.” Replied Jonathan.

“Of course, I was wondering what class.” Said the student.

“Ah, it is creative writing.” Said Jonathan. 

“Creative writing, obvious choice for a librarian.” Said the student.

“Indeed, say I wanted to ask you something if you don’t mind before we part ways and head to class.” Said Jonathan, who was ready to begin the movement.

“Sure, what is it?” Asked the student.

“What do you think the future of Takalian civilization should be?” Replied Jonathan, with a great smile and fiery passion. 
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Chapter Five
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For the next few weeks, Jonathan tirelessly began to speak and spread his ideas and beliefs to anyone who would listen. For the first few days, he only received laughs and glances of strangeness, as if he had gone mad, or at the very least strange. But as the weeks started to go by, people began to take Jonathan seriously, especially as he began to write like a madman, writing and printing out pamphlets and flyers whenever he got a chance. The college began to split into two camps, the pro-Jonathan camp, which consisted of those who did not believe in the Church of the Father, those who loved science fiction and other such entertainment, youths who loved the memes that were being produced as a result of Jonathan’s activities, and those who wished to enter a field of science. The other camp was the anti-Jonathan camp, which consisted of Church of the Father believers, those who could care less about science fiction and such entertainment, youths who liked the anti-Jonathan memes, and those who thought of science as simply the field where the arrogant and pretentious go. 

Jonathan started to become famous in the college. Memes of his debates, ramblings, and pamphlets began to spread across the college, and across the local region, as youths began to consume the memetic entertainment pieces and in turn helped spread them further. In the same way, the anti-Jonathan crowd began to grow increasingly concerned with his more radical ideas. For example, Jonathan began to preach that the ‘ancestors’, those who likely created Father and the flotilla ships, were more than likely the same human species as the Takali, they simply created Father to ensure that the preserved gametes and embryos could survive the millions of years that it took to travel great distances across the universe. This belief of course is completely contrary to fundamental Church of the Father doctrine. 

Yet no matter how much the anti-Jonathan crowd tried to shame him, Jonathan simply did not let up. In many ways the shaming backfired, because Jonathan usually turned the insult into something funny or witty with his rebuttal, which caused someone to record it and turn it into a meme. Even the apartment complex where Jonathan lived was not spared the ever-growing drama and attention, since the pro-Jonathan camp and the anti-Jonathan camp made sure to either support or annoy Jonathan whenever he was home at his apartment.

Jonathan walked towards the library, ready to begin his shift. It has been two months since that first conversation in the college hallway with the student who recognized him from the lunch table, and Jonathan was now the talk of the town. He could not get into the library without being stopped by members of the anti-Jonathan crowd. 

“Hey Jonathan, are you going to ruin the quietness of the library now?” Asked one of the anti-Jonathan supporters, who was clearly waiting for Jonathan since he was never around the library before the start of everything. 

“I’ll try not to, after all a librarian should be the quietest individual present in the library.” Said Jonathan with a slight smirk.

“Well, we don’t think that you should enter the library, at least not before we have a word with your manager.” Said the anti-Jonathan supporter. 

“Jonathan, these fools giving you any trouble?” Yelled out a pro-Jonathan student from behind, who alongside other pro-Jonathan supporters were quickly walking towards Jonathan and the group of anti-Jonathan supporters.

“No, they are just concerned about me causing a potential disturbance in the library, assuming I understood them correctly.” Replied Jonathan.

“Let Jonathan pass.” Demanded the pro-Jonathan student.

“And what if we don’t let him?” Rebutted the anti-Jonathan student.

“We will tell Father that you have been a naughty boy.” Said the pro-Jonathan student, which caused the other pro-Jonathan students to laugh. 

“Hard to see you doing that when you aren’t allowed inside the Church, blasphemer.” Replied the anti-Jonathan student. 

“We’ll just talk to our TV, I’m sure he’ll be able to pick it up.” Said the pro-Jonathan student, and the anti-Jonathan crowd began to peel away in disgust.

“Thanks.” Said Jonathan.

“Not a problem, we are here anyways to check out that new book that you wrote.” Replied the pro-Jonathan student.

“What Could Be?” Asked Jonathan, saying the title of the book.

“That is the one, it is short at only a hundred or so pages, and we hear that it is very popular at the moment. And besides, there would be no greater honor than her author checking it out for us at the library.” Replied the pro-Jonathan student. 

The group walked into the library, which caused several students to smile in joy, and others to scowl in anger. Among the scowls was the library manager, who saw Jonathan walking towards the front desk with some of his supporters.

“Great to see you Jonathan.” Hissed the manager.

“And you as well!” Replied Jonathan.

“What do your friends want?” Asked the manager.

“To checkout a copy of What Could Be.” Replied Jonathan.

“Well, I’m sorry to disappoint, but we are all out of stock at the moment. I’d come back in a few days, and then see if some copies are returned by then.” Said the manager.

“I thought the library ordered over a hundred copies because of the high demand for the book?” Asked the pro-Jonathan student.

“And every single one has already been checked out.” Said the manager, angry over every single word that she had to spit out. 

“Too bad, at least they are being read. Alright we will be back in a few days. Take care of yourself Jonathan, Ad Astra!” Said the pro-Jonathan student, ending with the unofficial name and slogan of the movement that Jonathan started. 

“Ad Astra!” Replied Jonathan.

“Get to work Jonathan, we have several books that need to be catalogued and shelved.” Said the manager, and she turned her back to Jonathan. 

Jonathan went towards the pile of newly arrived books, and he was surprised over the contents. The vast majority of the books were science fiction, primarily science fiction involving interstellar space. The books were numerous, and some of the covers Jonathan recognized as old self-published books written hundreds of years ago. These books back in the day were so badly written that they were stored digitally for preservation purposes, and never printed. Yet the demand for science fiction was so high at the moment, that they are now being printed up by the presses and shipped to the library for general consumption, no matter how poor the grammar or plot quality. He smiled when he saw a bundle of 25 copies of What Could Be, freshly printed and tied together from the press. In addition, the activities of Jonathan and those who have begun to believe in his dream and ideas have not gone unnoticed by the Church of the Father. 

Alongside the bundle of 25 copies of What Could Be, there were several dozen books written by church theologians, as well as several different academic scholars. The books had titles such as The New Heresy, The Growing Movement Called Ad Astra, Analysis Of The Ad Astra Social Movement, and other such titles. At the bottom, there were two contemporary literature books. The book that talked about the growing Ad Astra movement interested Jonathan, and he picked it up and started to skim through it. One chapter was titled: Proto Ad Astra believers in the metropolitan area, which told Jonathan that the movement and her ideas were rapidly spreading across the planet. 

“You are paid to catalogue and shelve, not to read!” Yelled the library manager, who was furious at Jonathan.

“My apologies.” Replied Jonathan, and he got to work on cataloguing the books into the library system. 

“Why are you doing this?” Asked the manager. 

“Doing what?” Replied Jonathan.

“You know what, this heresy.” Said the manager.

“Well, I don’t believe it to be a heresy, simply the beginning of something great for all Takalians.” Replied Jonathan. 

“You are causing tens of thousands of Takalians to go against the wishes of Father. See that book you were perusing on work time over there? It talks about the initial effects of your movement, people in the cities are starting to believe this, its growing so fast that many academic scholars have dropped everything that they were doing and are studying Ad Astra full time. The Church of the Father has stopped everything that they are doing, outreach, community assistance, and has called emergency meetings on the matter.” Said the manager.

“I think that this honors Father.” Said Jonathan, with full honesty. 

“Honors father? I had to spend three hours being interviewed by several theologians and missionaries during my evening service. The missionary and the clergywoman who helped you? They have been reassigned, they can’t do their previous jobs, because the church wants them to theory craft and analyze you, since they had firsthand experience with you when you went to visit the church.” Replied the manager.

“That’s the church’s hand, not mine.” Said Jonathan. 

“Who started this all?” Asked the manager.

“If you want the truth, it was Father.” Replied Jonathan, with full honesty.

“You know what, you are fired.” Said the manager with a strong hiss.

“From my library job?” Said a surprised Jonathan.

“Yes, I have several dozen complaints from library members who feel uncomfortable with your presence here, and frankly I don’t want you continuing to work here. Get out.” Said the library manager.

Jonathan put down the first book that he was going to catalogue into the system and walked out of the library. He was astonished that he was fired, it is very rare for someone to be fired in Takali, and no doubt news of this is going to spread like wildfire in a dry meadow once it gets out. Jonathan saw the group that helped him get pass the anti-Jonathan crowd a few moments previously at the bus stop, and he knew in an instant that word of his firing is going to spread sooner than he anticipated.

“What the...everyone it’s Jonathan!” Yelled out one of the pro-Jonathan students waiting for the bus, and the entire group stopped whatever it was that they were doing, and rushed out to meet Jonathan.

“A pleasure to see you all again.” Said Jonathan with a smile.

“Why are you here, didn’t you just start your librarian shift?” Asked one of the pro-Jonathan students.

“I did, unfortunately it was cut very short because I was fired.” Replied Jonathan.

“You’re kidding.” Said the astonished student.

“Nope, I was fired.” Replied Jonathan.

“She must have really hated that comment about your book that I made.” Said one of the students, which caused everyone to laugh. 

“Nope, the library actually just received 25 new copies of the book, she did not even bother to let you know about them. I suppose my days as a librarian were numbered the moment that I started this movement.” Said Jonathan.

“Well, you better not quit now.” Demanded one of the students.

“Not a chance.” Replied Jonathan. 

“I reckon I can go and get a copy now then if I want.” Joked one of the students.

“No, we need to make sure Jonathan has money to eat. How are your finances Jonathan, and do you need some help, we have no problem giving you money.” Said one of the students.

“I appreciate it, but I’m fine, I have savings that’ll last me for quite a while.” Replied Jonathan.

“Smart man, I’m glad to hear it.” Said the student. 

“What even happens when you get fired, I don’t remember the last time that someone got fired in our college.” Asked another student. 

“If I remember it correctly, since Jonathan is still a student, he will be summoned by the college administration, and he’ll have a work tribunal called. There he’ll have to defend his work history, and the tribunal will determine whether he is still entitled to his apartment, and may force him to change his course track towards another career.” Said a student. 

“I think that you are correct. Either way, I’ll find out soon enough.” Replied Jonathan.

“Indeed. Jonathan, what are you going to do right now once you get back home?” Asked one of the students.

“Likely relax and enjoy my day, I have plenty of time so I will likely be writing as well.” Replied Jonathan.

“Very nice, well if you do not mind, we would like to stop by your place and discuss some strategy that we recommend doing, I’m a political major in college, and I think that our movement can use some modifications so that it can be even stronger.” Said the student.

“Interesting, I have no problem with you lot coming over for a while, after all you’ve already helped me before with those rascals before I got fired.” Said Jonathan. 

“Glad to hear it.” Said the student.

The group waited until the bus rolled up to the stop. It was slightly late, no doubt because the driver expected the bus stop to be empty, as is so often the case in the early evening. After all, the time for those who are off work to head home has passed, and the time for the evening shift to be at work has only recently passed. The driver could not contain his astonishment when he not only saw a group waiting for him, but among that group was Jonathan, arguably the most infamous Takali at the present time.

“Is that Jonathan the founder of Ad Astra!” Yelled the driver as he swung open the bus doors.

“Indeed, it is; the great Takali rascal in the flesh!” Replied one of the students.

“What are you all doing heading back to your apartments this early in the evening?” Asked the driver, as the group got on and he closed the doors.

“Well for starters Jonathan was just fired from his job.” Said a student.

“Someone got fired? I can’t remember the last time that happened.” Said the driver.

“Me neither, you have aboard your vehicle a fired student, and a group of Ad Astra supporters, who hate working more than they hate the Church of the Father and those who deny us the gift of space.” Said the student.

“I feel honored.” Said the driver, and he got underway.

The bus ride was uneventful. The roads were dead quiet, since it was early evening, traffic among them was effectively non-existent. As such the driver had no problem raising the velocity of the bus towards the maximum, and it arrived at the student apartment sector in record time.

“We are here already? It seems like the drivers are lazier in normal hours than what I previously thought.” Said Jonathan as he and the group got up and departed the bus. 

“Well considering the fact that getting us fired is a near impossibility, I wouldn’t be so surprised. Either way, I will make sure that whenever you board a bus Jonathan, it is the fastest bus on the planet!” Said the driver, and the group waved to him as he sped off. 

“You’ve got to be kidding me, what are you doing here so early?” Yelled out a group of student missionaries who have come to proselytize to their fellow classmates at the student apartment sector. 

“I was fired from my job, so I decided to take an early break from my work shift, a permanent break I might add.” Teased Jonathan.

“Disgraceful, you deserved it.” Rebutted the missionary. 

“Why thank you.” Replied Jonathan.

“Missionary, don’t you have someplace to be, or are you going to follow us and pester?” Asked one of the students in Jonathan’s group.

“No, I have better things to do.” Replied the missionary.

“Good, then go do them.” Said the student, as Jonathan and the group walked towards the apartment complex where Jonathan lived.

The apartment sector was a warzone compared to what it was a few months ago. There were propaganda posters everywhere, many of them were defaced or otherwise sabotaged, and all kinds of messages could be found, pro-Ad Astra, pro-Church of the Father, and the rare poster which argued for peace and for everyone to get along. The old gatherings of classmates were no more, everyone kept to themselves or their respective factions, the ever-deepening divisions being insurmountable at the current time. 

“I wonder how far this is going to go.” Said one of the students of the group as they arrived at Jonathan’s apartment complex, the door was absolutely plastered with propaganda posters.

“I don’t know, but we are not even close to the end.” Replied another student.

“But what do we do when we simply cannot get along, how does one resolve a debate that simply cannot be resolved?” Asked the student.

“You don’t. Truth be told I have no idea what happens when debates fail, usually you ignore each other, but I do not think that is possible in this instance. Perhaps mass violence, like the ones that we see in the science fiction novels, will be our future.” Replied the other student.

“May Father save us from such a future.” Said Jonathan.

“You would be the last person on Takali that I’d imagine would call on that AI for aid.” Said the other student.

“Don’t you think it’s somewhat strange that the AI which started it all is eerily quiet in the middle of all this?” Asked Jonathan.

“You know now that I think about it, you’re right, it’s awfully strange. Said one of the students.

“I wonder why that is.” Said Jonathan. 

“Maybe he’s on vacation.” Said a student, which caused the others to erupt in laughter. 
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Chapter Six
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“Hmm the door seems jammed.” Said Jonathan, who was nudging on his apartment door, but it would not move.

“You think the Church people are doing some sort of sabotage on Jonathan’s place?” Asked a student.

“Doubtful, they are ignorant, but not that stupid.” Said another student. 

“Wait it’s moving.” Said Jonathan, and he opened the door just enough for a single individual to slip on past.

“Wait, let me go first, just in case.” Said a student, and he slipped on past. He stopped for a moment and started to laugh.

“What’s on the other side?” Asked Jonathan.

“Come and see for yourself, just a second while I move it.” Replied the student.

He did so, and the door opened enough for everyone to walk in. Jonathan turned around and was amazed at the sight. Hundreds upon hundreds of letters, enough to keep the door from being opened. “It must have taken a team of mailmen an hour or so to get all of this mail up here.” Thought Jonathan, as he picked up a handful of letters.

“Let’s get this to a table.” Said one of the students, and the group started to help Jonathan move the mail towards his living room table. Jonathan locked the door to the apartment, just in case an unwanted guest decided to make an appearance. 

“Jonathan this is insane, you have mail from most of the metropolitan cities!” Said a student.

“And look, this is from the Great Marshlands, they are on the other side of the planet!” Said another student.

“We are winning, our ideas are spreading like crazy!” Said another student. 

“What I’m trying to figure out is how the entire planet suddenly got my address.” Said Jonathan, which caused the group to laugh.

“Perhaps one of the church goers decided to leak your address, maybe a member of the local government, or the college administration?” Replied one of the students. 

“Perhaps, or maybe there is some sort of mail organization that allows you to mail things to someone, while preserving their address from the public.” Said Jonathan.

“Maybe, either way I wouldn’t worry too much about it, you have so many fans that no one will dare do anything to you, the retaliation that they would have to deal with would be immense.” Said one of the students.

“Ah before I forget, you wanted to discuss modifying our movement so that it is better politically, is that correct?” Asked Jonathan, who faced one of the students.

“Indeed, I’ve forgotten too, thank you for reminding me.” Said the student.

“No worries, tell us your ideas.” Said Jonathan.

“Gladly, the foundation of the idea is quite simple, our movement is growing fast, because everyone can relate to the dream of living a better life than the one that they have now. But we are not going to get anywhere without having political power, for that we need to start entering the government, and eventually we need to control the government. Entering and controlling the church would be good as well, if we can do both at once, then a space faring Takalian civilization is a certainty.” Said the student.

“So, Ad Astra should enter politics?” Asked Jonathan.

“Not only should it enter, but it must enter politics if we are to get what we want.” Replied the student. 

“And how do we enter politics?” Asked another student.

“I would look at joining one of the political parties, and then we start growing Ad Astra within the party. We will then have those within the party who are at first sympathetic, and then loyal to the movement. Once that happens, we can start turning dreams into reality, ideas into laws.” Replied the student. 

“It’s a big step.” Said Jonathan.

“A damn good idea I would add, and we don’t need to come to a decision today. Of course, are we even able to come to a decision? Since our movement is completely decentralized?” Asked one of the students. 

“For the movement as a whole no, an idea has no rulers. If we enter politics, then yes; I suppose we could argue that we are the ‘Ad Astra Political Committee’, and we then organize the movement on the political level. Everyone here in this room is bright, you would all make excellent politicians.” Replied Jonathan.

“Why thank you Jonathan, I feel great now!” Said one of the students.  

“You’re welcome, if everyone does not mind, let us exchange communication numbers, so that we can schedule another meeting.” Said Jonathan, and the group did so.

“Alright Jonathan, you enjoy the beginning of your very early retirement, we’ll chat later.” Said a student, and the group left Jonathan’s apartment, with Jonathan locking the door behind them as they left.

Jonathan settled into the general evening routine, shower, make something to eat, and rest. However, his passion for seeing the cause that he had built grow was not sated, and he decided to grab his portable computer, and start writing. Pamphlets, ideological papers, and several manuscripts for possible full-scale books, Jonathan wrote them all whenever he had the free time. He could not stop, every word was a step closer towards the realization of his dream, and he sat and wrote for hours and hours. He only relented when the tiredness of his hands, and the clouding of his mind, started to get in the way of his writing. He went to sleep, and rested soundly, as Takali continued to march on and on towards destiny.

Jonathan woke up, and the same routine as always was presented to him. He got ready, walked towards the bus stop awaiting the bus that leads to the college, and eagerly walked towards the left side of the stop, where all of the pro-Jonathan students gathered. Naturally, he was eagerly welcomed, and students took pictures with him as they waited for the bus. The divisions were beginning to deepen among Takalians, and this was so even as the bus pulled up and everyone got on. Firstly, the pro-Jonathan camp got on, and they sat at the back of the bus. Then got on the anti-Jonathan camp, and they sat at the front of the bus. A few roles in the middle were empty save for a few students who were neutral in the whole matter and could care less about the entire affair.

The two groups did not speak to each other, instead they discussed amongst themselves propaganda and other strategy for the promotion of their belief system against the other. The pro-Jonathan camp discussed technology, science, and methods of advancing the civilization of Takali as fast as possible. The anti-Jonathan camp on the other hand discussed things like the neutralization of scientific arguments, the promotion of the Church of the Father, and the ways by which the church could spread its beliefs more than the ‘Great Heresy’ which was rapidly spreading across the planet. 

The bus arrived at the college, and the front group got off quickly, followed by the back group. The college was as radically changed as anything else, being the epicenter of the movement, thanks to Jonathan preaching his ideas and dreams in the early days. The old gatherings of crowds were no more, everyone rushed towards their class, without any delay. The hallways were empty of conversation, because one could never know when your conversation, especially if it had something to do with the Church of the Father or the Ad Astra movement, would be rudely interrupted by someone on the opposing side. Hallways are designed now for getting from one class to another, and the old extra of conversation is now extinct in them. 

Jonathan himself had a vastly different college experience than what he had only a few months ago. The college had already warned Jonathan about his speeches, and he was barred from proselytizing, the same went for those who proselytized the Church of the Father. Anything related to any possible part of the ever-growing drama was silenced, and college was now a place where debate was carefully moderated, and students spent more time creating memes and writing ideas for their side, versus learning and debating deep and exciting ideas. As such, the classes that Jonathan sat in were monotone, devoid of the essence that makes a class valuable for the empowerment of the human mind. Class after class, they were all the same, especially the class on the history of the Church of the Father. 

“Jonathan, when was the turning point of the church in your eyes?” Asked the professor, who was frustrated that Jonathan single handedly destroyed debate in his class because of his teachings.

“I would say at the very beginning, at First Landing.” Replied Jonathan. 

“Why do you say that?” Asked the professor.

“Because it was when the church began.” Said Jonathan, carefully thinking about his words.

“It is not much of a ‘turning point’ if the church just began however.” Said the professor with frustration.

“Hard to say the truth when you are gagged.” Interrupted another student. 

“What do you mean?” Asked the professor.

“Everyone in this classroom knows that the events that started two months...” The student was interrupted.

“You know the college rules, silence yourself.” Said the professor, who despised each and every time he had to silence debate.

“Then accept Jonathan’s answer, it’s the only correct one in such times.” Said the student. 

The class continued on in much the same way, many students did not even bother to participate in the mockery of education that had been established, some were drawing, others were reading a book that was not related to the class, some brave students even took the time to practice their creation of Church of the Father or Ad Astra propaganda. The class ended, and everyone got up and left, frustrated that their time was being wasted by the college.

“Jonathan a moment please.” Said the professor as everyone started to leave.

“Sure thing, what do you need professor?” Asked Jonathan.

“Your work tribunal is scheduled to begin immediately after the ending of my class, please report there at once.” Replied the professor.

“Glad to see that I’m being made to skip my lunch.” Retorted Jonathan.

“That’s what I’ve been told, don’t be late.” Replied the professor, and Jonathan left his class to report to the work tribunal.

Jonathan walked the dead halls, devoid of laughter and conversation, towards the administrative office, which also served as the college court room for disciplinary cases. He passed door after door of dead classes with bored students, who cared more about other matters than the education that they were receiving. “This is a problem that needs to be fixed, Takali won’t have scientists and engineers if we continue this charade.” Thought Jonathan, as he walked into the administrative office.

Here it was as dead as the hallways and classrooms of the college. Several administrative workers looked at Jonathan and turned away in disgust, others looked at Jonathan and immediately betrayed a massive smile, and nodded to him in solidarity. Jonathan knew that the same would likely be the case in the work tribunal, however because of the realities of convenience, those who support or at least sympathize with him would likely vote alongside those who hate Ad Astra with a passion. He knew that getting fired was a strong possibility when he first started this movement, and getting expelled would be just as likely as getting fired. Jonathan walked into the tribunal, ready for the likely result. 

“Excellent, you’ve arrived just in time.” Said the Head Judge, who was also the college administrator. 

“Of course.” Replied Jonathan, who took a seat at the defendant’s chair.

“Very well, since the defendant is here, we will not waste any time. Please call the defendant’s boss.” Ordered the Head Judge, and one of the administrators left the room, and returned a short while later with the library manager. She looked around the room, saw a smiling Jonathan, and scowled at him as she took a seat at the witness chair. Jonathan knew that the chances of his college expulsion were approaching 99%, he however intended to enjoy his last moments. 

“Thank you for arriving witness.” Said the Head Judge.

“Thank you for summoning me.” Replied the manager.

“We’ll get straight to it then. Please swear in front of me and the other judges, that you will not withhold nor lie about any information that you present to the work tribunal today.” Said the Head Judge. 

“I swear that I will not withhold nor lie about any information that I present here today.” Replied the manager.

“Perfect, let us begin immediately then. Opening questions from the tribunal?” Asked the Head Judge, who allowed the other judges to ask questions.

“What is your history with the defendant?” Asked one of the judges.

“I’ve known him for around two years now, he started working at the library when he first started college. Until a few months ago we had a very good relationship.” Replied the manager. 

“I see, what led to the decline in your good relationship?” Asked the judge.

“His creation of the Ad Astra movement.” Replied the manager.

“How did it affect your good relationship?” Asked the judge.

“It caused many changes in the library. Those who support the movement would try their best to arrive at the library whenever Jonathan was present, and they requested him by name whenever they wanted to checkout a book. Naturally, those who opposed him would do the same, and again they would request him by name, only they would then proceed to make a scene and disrupt the library before they had to be removed.” Replied the manager.

“No further questions for me at this time.” Said the judge.

“So, Jonathan was never directly responsible for any of the disruptions of the library?” Asked another judge, who appeared to be more sympathetic to Jonathan.

“That would be correct.” Replied the manager. 

“And your relationship with him changed because of the disruptions caused by others?” Asked the judge.

“Yes, I held him responsible for them, and continue to do so.” Replied the manager.

“Were these disruptions the reason why he was terminated from his employment?” Asked the judge.

“They were part of it, but not the entire reason.” Replied the manager. 

“If I may, I would like to ask some questions.” Said another judge.

“Of course, I have no further questions for now, please continue.” Replied the other judge.

“Jonathan, what caused you to begin this Ad Astra movement?” Asked the judge.

“Several things. The first was a desire to live a better life, I look up at the stars every night and see a beautiful sight. You have the great galaxy band that cuts across the sky, and many different stars. Yet all that we can do at the moment is look up and see them, I want to be able to reach them, to orbit them, wander across the worlds that circle them, and to choose one that I love and live nestled in its warmth.” Replied Jonathan.

“And what is wrong with our poor little sun?” Asked the judge, which drew laughs from the others present in the tribunal room, and a big smile from Jonathan.

“Nothing wrong with it, but it is the only star that the Takalian civilization has access to. I was born under this star, and if the Church of the Father gets its way, I will surely die under this star.” Replied Jonathan.

“I see, no further questions.” Said the judge.

“Jonathan, you understand the end goal of this work tribunal?” Asked the Head Judge.

“To determine whether I will remain as a student here at the college, and if I am to remain entitled to my student apartment.” Replied Jonathan.

“Correct. Perfect then, I apologize for not asking this question sooner, we have not done a work tribunal, in well forever.” Said the Head Judge. 

“I understand, your apology is accepted.” Replied Jonathan. 

“Alright, firstly the employment. Is it possible for Jonathan to return to his previous workplace as a librarian?” Asked the Head Judge.

“Not until he renounces the movement and ideas that have caused so many disruptions in the workplace.” Replied the manager.

“Would this be a possibility for you Jonathan?” Asked the Head Judge.

“Not a chance.” Replied Jonathan.

“Very well, then we will have to come to a ruling. The defendant was terminated because of legal behavior, which has caused disruptions in his workplace. The defendant will not change these behaviors as a condition of reemployment. As such the termination by the employer is valid, the question presented now is whether the enrollment of the student in question should be preserved or terminated. Yes or No vote, with Yes being in favor of termination, No being in favor of maintainment, will proceed beginning with me.” Said the Head Judge.

“Yes.” Said the Head Judge.

“No.” Said another judge.

“No.” Said another judge.

“Yes.” Said another judge.

“Yes.” Said another judge. 

“No.” Said another judge.

“Yes.” Said the final judge. 

“Four Yes, Three No, Jonathan your college enrollment is hereby terminated starting tomorrow.” Said the Head Judge.

“Sounds good.” Said Jonathan with a smile.
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“Now for the vote on the apartment, the same Yes and No.” Said the Head Judge.

“No.” Said the Head Judge.

“No.” Said another judge.

“No.” Said another judge.

“Yes.” Said another judge.

“Yes.” Said another judge.

“No.” Said another judge.

“No.” Said the final judge. 

“Two Yes, and Five No, Jonathan your apartment privileges are sustained.” Said the Head Judge.

“I’m pleased to hear it.” Said Jonathan.

“Since your apartment privileges last for 4 years, and end with what normally would be your general college graduation, you will be entitled to use that apartment for purposes of residency for the next two years, until the cutoff date for all other students of your class. Once that happens, you will join the ranks of the general labor force, whether you are employed or not by that time, that is entirely on you.” Said the Head Judge.

“I’ll be going then, a pleasure everyone.” Said Jonathan as he started to leave the room.

“Good luck to you Jonathan.” Said the Head Judge as Jonathan left.

As was to be expected, Jonathan was expelled from the college. He was surprised that the apartment privileges were upheld until the end of what was to be his graduation, but the more that he thought about it, the more he understood. After all, to be both expelled and fired in the timespan of two days was virtually unheard of, and yet here Jonathan was, among the elite few who have accomplished such a feat.

Jonathan walked out of the administrative office, and he walked the dead halls of the college. They were empty because class was in session, since education was more or less dead, the empty hallways had the dim hum of electricity flowing overhead, and the occasional rumble of voice that emerged from the closed classroom door. He walked outside through the main entrance of the college, and Jonathan walked towards the bus stop leading to the apartment sector, which was naturally completely deserted. He sent an electronic message to the pro-Jonathan group of students that stopped by his apartment yesterday, informing them of what just occurred, and asking if they could meet him later at his apartment. He sat down, and waited until a bus arrived.

After waiting for some time, Jonathan heard the sound of a moving bus coming from his left. He looked, and smiled as it was the same bus driver that drove him and the pro-Jonathan students to the apartment sector yesterday. The driver looked at the stop, saw Jonathan, and started to laugh hysterically as he pulled in.

“You seem to be the driver that gets all of the dead times.” Said Jonathan as the driver opened the door. 

“And you keep interfering with my breaks, normally I get a half hour once I arrive at this stop, usually students are studying at this time.” Replied the driver.

“Well, I’m pleased to inform you that I am no longer a student.” Said Jonathan with a smile.

“No way. They expelled you too!” Said the astonished driver. 

“Indeed.” Smirked Jonathan as he got on the bus, sitting right at the front.

“Well, what are you going to do now? You are not studying, and you are not working, what happens to a Takalian when he has nothing to do?” Asked the driver, as he pulled out of the bus stop and started to head towards the student apartment sector. 

“To be honest with you, I don’t know. Getting hired without an education is very difficult, and getting hired with my history is even more difficult. I got lucky, they let me keep the apartment for the next two years, until the day when I was supposed to graduate.” Replied Jonathan. 

“That’s good news at least. Assuming you have good savings, you could likely get by for quite a while without doing anything. Besides, I can guarantee you that when word gets out, which it will in around two hours knowing you, your many fans will no doubt help you out however they can.” Said the driver.

“Agreed, I think that this is a blessing, now I have all the time of each and every day to focus on accomplishing my dream.” Replied Jonathan.

“That’s the spirit! I have to say Jonathan, I personally could care less about the Ad Astra movement or the Church of the Father, but out of the two, I hope that your side wins whatever is going on between the two of you. You’d make a better leader in victory than anything that could possibly come out of that church.” Said the driver. 

“Thank you, I appreciate the kind words.” Replied Jonathan.

“You’re welcome, now lay back and enjoy the ride, I am sure that you have plenty to think about now.” Said the driver, and Jonathan laid back on the chair, and contemplated the present and the future as the bus rolled on towards the apartment sector.

The ride was fast, again because of the lack of vehicles on the roads due to the time of day, and because of the driver, who wanted to make sure that Jonathan got home to his apartment early, so that he can begin to get his affairs in order. 

“We are here.” Said the driver as he pulled into the bus stop at the apartment sector.

“Thanks.” Said Jonathan as he got up and walked off.

“No problem, enjoy your newfound freedom.” Said the driver, and he sped off, since there was no one at the bus stop that needed his services. 

The apartment sector was dead quiet, because nearly all of her residents were in the college. Jonathan had no problem walking to his apartment building without being accosted by church supporters, and he walked into the building, and walked up the staircase to his apartment floor. He unlocked the door and pushed it open, however it did not budge a single bit. 

“Great, more mail.” Complained Jonathan, as he started to throw his weight behind the budge. That, combined with a few shoulder hits, was enough to move the door just enough for Jonathan to slip on past. Once he was on the other side, he promptly closed and locked the door, and he saw an enormous pile of mail, from all across the planet.

It took him a few minutes to pile the mail all around the living room table, where it was to stay until Jonathan had a moment to either read it, store it, or do both. Once all of the mail was around the living room table, Jonathan paused for a moment. He truly had no deadlines, nothing to do. If he were to go to sleep now, he would wake up with still nothing to do. It was an overwhelming feeling, yet Jonathan decided to buy some time to come up with what should be done next by sitting down and reading some of the mail. He had a lot to go through, so he decided to start by picking mail at random.

The different mails were for the most part letters, addressed to Jonathan directly. The majority were positive, although there were a few that were written by church supporters, who chastised Jonathan severely for causing the Great Heresy which was sweeping the planet. The other letters were all a combination of praise for Jonathan, whether because for the first time in the respective sender’s life, he felt like his dreams of science fiction were going to become reality, or because the sender enjoyed seeing the Church of the Father face competition from a worthy rival for the first time in her existence. Many other letters were advice, and many of these letters centered around politics, and the need for Ad Astra to enter them.

One particular letter Jonathan kept to the side, because he wanted to show it to the group of students when they arrived at his apartment later in the day. It said the following:

“Dear Jonathan: I hope this letter reaches you without difficulty. I know that you likely have already received hundreds if not thousands of letters like mine, and I know that you are no doubt skimming through the vast majority of them, but I ask that you take the few moments of time to read this letter in its entirety, because I believe that the information and proposals contained within would be invaluable for our cause.”

“I will get right to the point. Jonathan, we need you to enter politics. It does not matter what position you run for, of course the higher it is the better, but we need you, the one who started it all, to be the first to take the plunge into the viper’s den. I live in the outskirts of one of the metropolitan cities, Takalisa if you wanted to know which one. Here the church is strong, and already I am personally seeing signs of a broad push for the church to directly field candidates for political office.”

“I do not know the offices that they are trying to target, I assume that it will be the local government, however, give them time, and I’m sure that they will field candidates for regional government, perhaps even a shot at the World Governor slot. Of course, I do not need to mention just how disastrous it would be if the World Governor was a church loyalist.” 

“I will conclude with this, the first step for Ad Astra should be having you run for office, be brave and run for the highest office that you can. I would look for a small political party that is hungry for a victory, and whose ideals closely align with ours. Approach them, offer them your candidacy, and get them to support it. The moment that you come out as a candidate running for office, the entire planet will burst into glorious flames of progress. You would inspire thousands of candidates to take the plunge, and Ad Astra overnight will suddenly find itself with the means of obtaining everything that we are fighting for. 

“Good luck Jonathan, Ad Astra!” Signed, a proud supporter. 

It was this letter which made the decision for Jonathan, he was going to get involved in politics, partly because he could not ignore the possibility of directly managing the direction of Takalian development, but primarily because he realized that Ad Astra would eventually be contained, and destroyed by the Church of the Father, if it lacked political power. The letter was powerful, it inspired, it contained only truth, and it was short. “A damn good piece of writing.” Thought Jonathan, as he folded the letter back into the envelope, and put it in his pocket as he went to fetch his notebook. 

“What political party?” Wondered Jonathan, and before he could write something down, he heard a knock on the door.

“Who is it?” Yelled Jonathan.

“Your merry band of friends!” Said a familiar voice.

Jonathan walked up to the door and peeked through the peep hole. He saw the group of Ad Astra supporting students, and opened the door to let them in.

“Aren’t you all supposed to be in class?” Asked Jonathan.

“We are, but we all decided to skip the rest of our classes once the current one ended. There were only a few classes left in our day for us, it won’t be a problem.” Replied one of the students. 

“Alright, well make yourselves comfortable in the living room, I have something important to announce.” Said Jonathan.

“I’m looking forward to hearing it.” Said a student, as the group walked towards the living room, and either took a seat at the couch, or on the floor.

“Well regarding the advice of entering politics, I have thought it over, and I am going to run for political office.” Said Jonathan, and immediately everyone in the room smiled.

“That is great news, what made you decide?” Asked one of the students. 

“This did.” Said Jonathan, and he handed the student the envelope which contained the letter. 

The student took out the letter, and read it. She then passed the letter to the others, who then read it. Jonathan waited until everyone read the letter until he continued the conversation.

“I agree with everything that was said in here.” Said a student, as he handed Jonathan the letter back.

“I’m on the same page. I wanted to talk to you all because I need to find a political party, and I need some advice regarding which one I should pick. In addition, I need some advice regarding the office that I want to run for.” Said Jonathan.

“Well, let us start with the political office, the letter said to be brave, so I’m wondering what kind of office you ended up choosing. If it is something grand like a spot on the regional council, then my advice will be quite different compared to you running for town mayor.” Said a student.

“I’m running for World Governor.” Said Jonathan, and everyone twitched as they heard his words. 

“Well damn.” Said the student.

“You think it’s a problem?” Asked Jonathan.

“No, but it seems that when someone tells you to be brave, you don’t hold back the slightest bit.” Said the student, and everyone else laughed. 

“Guess not.” Said Jonathan.

“Alright well my advice is to do exactly what the letter says, find a small party that is hungry for a win.” Said the student.

“Any reason why we shouldn’t aim for a larger party?” Asked Jonathan.

“The main reason is the Church of the Father will have no problem getting the bureaucracy of the larger parties to completely destroy you. You need a small party, one because we want to fill the bureaucracy with as many Ad Astra supporters and members as we possibly can, and two because the existing bureaucracy will be more inclined to support your wild World Governor run.” Replied the student.

“I agree, any ideas for political parties?” Asked Jonathan.

“That’s a good question, anyone here knowledgeable about politics?” Replied the student.

“I believe I have the perfect political party for you Jonathan.” Said a student.

“What’s the name of it?” Asked Jonathan. 

“The Takalian Progressive Party. Their goals if I remember correctly is a society dedicated to improving the lives of all Takalians, through a government that ensures an equitable distribution of wealth earning, currency, and direct investment into research and development, and infrastructure. They have a few other stances on different issues, but they are basically us. We can easily make them Ad Astra if we flood their membership as well.” Replied the student.

“I like it, where are their offices?” Asked Jonathan.

“They have a branch in the main street of our town. They are small, I think they get around 5%-10% of the total, so large enough that it might be annoying to get them to support your candidacy, but small enough that they will seriously consider it.” Replied Jonathan. 

“Those are odds that we can live with, I reckon we could go and visit them right now.” Said Jonathan. 

“I don’t see why not, their offices should be open until the late evening. And we still have over a year until the World Governor elections, so getting a campaign started shouldn’t be too difficult.” Said the student.

“Let’s go then!” Said Jonathan, and the group followed him out of the apartment as he locked the door behind him, and they set off for the bus stop. 

“You heading to the bus stop right?” Asked one of the students.

“Indeed, why do you ask?” Replied Jonathan.

“I thought that the commute of our one and only bus stop is only to and from the college?” Asked the student. 

“Normally it is, but you can pay them to take you somewhere near the path of the tour, only during the times of the day when demand is minimal, and at the discretion of the driver.” Replied Jonathan.

“And why am I being informed of this only now?” Asked the student, frustrated that he was not told of this sooner.

“The likely reason is because the less that people know of it, the less of a chance of delays in the commute.” Replied Jonathan. 

“Makes sense.” Said the student. 

The group walked on towards the bus stop, and waited for a while until a bus pulled up. When it did, Jonathan could not help but laugh, it was the same driver as yesterday and today. The others also smiled as they saw who the driver is.

“Looks like you’ve settled your affairs awfully quick.” Said the driver as he opened the doors, and waited for everyone to board before closing them.

“Indeed, I’ve discovered that I have no time to lose.” Replied Jonathan. 

“Glad to hear it. If I may ask, why are you heading back to the college?” Asked the driver.

“We actually need to go to the town main street, I was wondering if we can hire the bus as temporary transit, since the current time is one of the least active in the day.” Replied Jonathan.

“I’m your personal chauffeur now?” Asked the driver.

“No, you are our personal chauffeur, assuming you accept.” Replied Jonathan.

“I see, pardon my mistake. Tell you what, I will take you there, and I may even do it for free, but I want to know the reason for your trip.” Asked the driver.

“We are heading to visit the offices of a political party.” Replied Jonathan.

“What for?” Pressed the driver.

“To see if they are a good fit for my political campaign.” Replied Jonathan.

“And what office are you running for?” Asked the driver.

“World Governor.” Replied Jonathan.

“Well damn.” Said the driver, as he pulled out of the bus stop.

The ride was filled with conversation and questions. The driver wanted to know all about the plan, Jonathan said that there was not really much of a plan, since he just came up with it around two or three hours ago. The driver laughed and admired the brazenness of Jonathan, and shared some advice with the group regarding politics. He pointed out every candidate that he admired and hated, and told the group to try and make sure Jonathan was as close to being like the good ones as possible versus the bad ones. He pulled up to the main street curb, and told the group that he would be waiting here to take them back to the apartment sector when they are finished with the political party.

“Good luck everyone.” Said the driver as the group stepped off the bus. 

“Won’t you get yelled at by your bosses if you wait for us?” Asked Jonathan.

“Don’t worry about it, I’ll tell them that I’m simply helping Jonathan find new employment by taking him to and from the town main street, they’ll understand, and likely commend me.” Replied the driver. 

“Very well, see you soon.” Said Jonathan. 
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The group walked on over to the offices of The Takalian Progressive Party. They were located in a small building, off of the main road at one of the ends. The building was somewhat rundown; however, it remained fully functional. It told Jonathan that the party is struggling, but still determined to exist and persevere even though they have faced setback after setback. “Well Father will be bestowing a glorious gift upon them today”, Jonathan thought, as the group walked on over to the building, and they stepped inside.

The lobby was small and compact, and immediately the secretary at the front desk lit up and greeted them as she saw the group enter, no doubt the largest group that this office has seen in quite some time.

“Welcome to the offices of The Takalian Progressive Party!” Said the secretary in a friendly tone.

“Thank you for the greeting, I was wondering if the branch manager was available?” Asked Jonathan.

“He’s very busy, I can schedule an appointment with him if you like.” Said the secretary, who clearly knew that he was not busy at all, and was trying to upsell the prestige of the political party.

“I understand that The Takalian Progressive Party is small. Thus, I do not believe that your branch manager is all that busy. I however would like to see such misfortune change, if I would be permitted to change it of course.” Replied Jonathan.

“You look very familiar; I swear I have seen you somewhere.” Said the secretary, who seem honest in not knowing who Jonathan was. 

“You’ll find out who I am soon enough, but first your branch manager.” Replied Jonathan.

“Of course, and since my bluff doesn’t seem to work all that well, you can follow me.” Said the secretary, and the group followed her to the office of the branch manager, which did not take long.

The branch manager was busy with several papers, more than likely different papers written by other party branches, in preparation for the elections coming up in over a year. He heard the door swing open, and he saw his secretary and the group of young college students who walked in behind her. At first, he thought that they were volunteers who were here as some sort of classroom project, however that assumption was soon destroyed when he saw Jonathan’s face among their ranks.

“You’ve got to be kidding me, the founder of Ad Astra, here in my office!” Said the branch manager in astonishment, and the secretary immediately looked at Jonathan, she now knew where she saw his face before.

“A pleasure to make your acquaintance.” Replied Jonathan.

“Please tell me you are here to run for office under our banner.” Asked the branch manager, his tone expressing a wish more than a question.

“I am here for that very thing.” Replied Jonathan. 

“Perfect! Well, I can certainly help you with that. Have you thought about what office yet? We have plenty of strategies for local government and even regional, no doubt with you as the candidate we can win them!” Said the branch manager.

“I have, I’m going to run for World Governor.” Replied Jonathan, and he could almost feel the piercing smile of his fellow students as he said his words, he could also see the face of shock that was now firmly carved in the branch manager’s face.

“Jonathan, I understand that you are an ambitious man, but...” He was cut off by Jonathan.

“I’m running for World Governor.” Pressed Jonathan.

“Jonathan this party has never come close to even getting on the ballots for World Governor.” Replied the branch manager. 

“So? There is a first time for everything.” Said Jonathan. 

“You’ll get destroyed by the main parties.” Replied the branch manager. 

“With that attitude, it’s no wonder that you’ve never fielded a successful candidate for World Governor.” Said Jonathan. 

“Even if I agreed to this, I doubt the party leadership would.” Said the branch manager.

“I’m doubtful, so when do we begin to call your bosses?” Asked Jonathan.

“After you plant that rear of yours on that chair, and answer a few of my questions.” Said the branch manager, who pointed to an old and uneven chair at the corner of the room, which Jonathan promptly sat on. 

“I love your chair.” Said Jonathan as it creaked and moaned under Jonathan’s weight. 

“That chair has been here since I moved in, it has suffered many a stack of papers and books.” Replied the branch manager.

“No matter how many times it is beaten in politics, it continues to resist, a good sign for any political party.” Said Jonathan.

“Indeed, now hush and answer my questions. First and foremost, why did you pick this party to want to run under?” Asked the branch manager.

“What makes you think that I’m not talking to other political parties, and not just this one?” Replied Jonathan.

“Simple, you exude raw and unfiltered confidence, the same confidence that I first had when I started my political career. You’ve never lost time and time again, as of now, no one has rejected you or said no.” Said the branch manager, who was a shrewd in his analysis. 

“That is correct, you are the first and hopefully last political party that I have approached thus far.” Replied Jonathan. 

“Why do you want to run for World Governor?” Asked the branch manager.

“Because if I run for town mayor, I’m not going to go anywhere. I want to see Takali be a great and prosperous interstellar civilization. You will not fulfill such ambitions by being town mayor. If I am World Governor, I will have the power, the means, and access to the expertise needed in order to see my dreams and ambitions fulfilled, the same dreams and ambitions that many Ad Astra supporters share.” Replied Jonathan.

“How do you see our party helping you, what purpose do we serve?” Asked the branch manager. 

“I see in my future campaign a synthesis of the Ad Astra movement, with The Takali Progressive Party. Each will learn from each other; each one will grow stronger because it has the other to give aid when needed.” Replied Jonathan. 

“Well, you have what it takes, of course the chances of this campaign succeeding are incredibly small.” Said the branch manager.

“So, you’ll talk with your bosses, and do your best to convince them?” Asked Jonathan.

“Oh, they will all say yes 100%, I just wanted to know if you were worthy of having our backing.” Replied the branch manager. 

“I’m glad to hear it, so where do we start?” Asked Jonathan.

For the next few hours, Jonathan and the branch manager made many different calls. Some thirty minutes in, one of the students left the group to inform the driver that they will be taking a while, the driver thanked her for the warning, and told them to call the transportation guild if they required emergency transport. The student returned as the driver pulled off of the curb and left. The first calls were the ones that were directed to the party bosses. Jonathan was surprised to see near universal agreement among the bosses for his campaign, after inquiring as to the broad acceptance of his proposal, he was told that The Takali Progressive Party for the most part agrees with the ambitions and proposals of the Ad Astra movement. 

Because of this, they are excited with putting the fate of their humble party directly on the path of the Ad Astra movement. If the movement fails, then the party will surely fail, but since every year The Takali Progressive Party weakens ever so slightly, the party bosses have determined on the spot that this was an acceptable risk. And since the movement has had explosive growth over the last two months, there is a good chance that it can have explosive worldwide growth across the majority of the population in a year’s time.

The meeting ended well, and Jonathan was instructed to appoint a team of advisors. He nominated the group of students who were standing next to him. They all accepted, and Jonathan now had an Advisor of Propaganda, an Advisor of Voters, an Advisor of Finances, an Advisor of Religion, and finally an Advisor on Technology. The party bosses approved, and he was instructed to take the rest of the day off to prepare for what was likely to be a grueling campaign, which would last until Main Election Day in a year’s time. 

“Jonathan, what is your combined school schedule, we understand from the chatter among Ad Astra supporters that you have lost your employment, but the school block is going to annoy our plans somewhat.” Asked one of the party bosses.

“Not to worry, I was terminated from my enrollment in the college today.” Replied Jonathan with a smile.

“Perfect, you can be a politician full time then. What about your residence requirements, do you require shelter?” Asked the party boss.

“Negative, the work tribunal allowed me to retain access to the student apartment for the next two years, the same timeframe that I had before I was expelled from the college.” Replied Jonathan. 

“Excellent, in that case we’ll speak to you again first thing tomorrow. Since your advisors are still in school and employed, we will have them give you a daily report in the evening, and we’ll provide them with assistants who will be able to shoulder some of the effort if they are unable to do so.” Said the party boss.

“That is greatly appreciated, thank you.” Replied Jonathan.

“You can thank be by being the next World Governor.” Said the party boss with a serious face.

“Of course, it will be so.” Replied Jonathan.

“Good, we’ll speak tomorrow.” Said the party boss, and party leadership disconnected the call.

“I can’t believe it.” Said an overjoyed branch manager.

“What can’t you believe?” Asked Jonathan. 

“That my party is running a campaign for World Governor. You understand the significance to our planet if we win?” Replied the branch manager.

“Other than completely revolutionizing Takalian civilization, I don’t see what else would occur.” Said Jonathan.

“That’s because you are laser focused on space. Don’t forget that all of the reforms that you will implement, they will help millions, and forever change the quality of life that a Takalian can expect to enjoy.” Replied the branch manager.

“That is true.” Said Jonathan.

“Of course it is, and every single policy that we have theory crafted and perfected over the years, which has been busy gathering up dust since no mainstream party would accept it, it will now have the opportunity to be implemented.” Replied the branch manager. 

“I’m astonished that we have only done a very basic upgrade to the system that we have always had. In many ways we have gone back and stagnated.” Said Jonathan.

“What do you mean?” Asked the branch manager.

“Remember in school, since a very early age we are taught that the First Generation was reared exclusively by robotic assistants. After all Father could not take care of tens of thousands of infants by himself, especially since he lacks arms and legs.” Replied Jonathan.

“Aye I remember.” Said the branch manager.

“Well, if that were the case, why didn’t we get the technology from Father, I doubt he would have refused the request, and simply created a great base of robotic workers to do all of the labor. We then retrain the organic population into creative jobs, such as inventing new space propulsion systems, or improving space habitats.” Replied Jonathan.

“You and space. You are entirely right however in what you just said. It is awfully strange that as the robotic workers broke down, they were simply shelved or put on display at a museum, instead of being reverse engineered and mass produced. I wonder if it was Father’s idea, or the Church of the Father’s idea.” Said the branch manager. 

“Once I win the election and get access to the government archives, I’ll let you know.” Said Jonathan with a smile.

“Of course.” Replied the branch manager with a smile.

“Alright, I’ll likely see you tomorrow then.” Said Jonathan, and he stood up from the old and uneven chair, and made his way out of the room.

“You have a means by which you can get home?” Asked the branch manager.

“You’re right the bus is not there anymore.” Replied Jonathan, remembering the student who went to inform the bus that his services would not be needed, since the meeting would likely take hours to complete. 

“I have an automobile that the party can lend to you, if it still works that is.” Said the branch manager, and he stepped outside of the room, with Jonathan following him.

“If it still works, when was the last time that somebody used it?” Asked Jonathan.

“Several years at least, it is an electrical model, so assuming the batteries have not died, it should be fine.” Replied the branch manager. 

The pair walked outside to the back of the lot where the building was. The asphalt of the parking lot was heavily cracked, a testament to the misfortune of the party, which no doubt dreamed of having several vehicles being stationed on this humble asphalt, ready to bring party members wherever they are needed. The branch manager kept walking, and eventually Jonathan noticed a small shed like structure all the way at the back of the parking lot. Realizing that it was a small garage after a few moments, he continued to walk next to the branch manager as they traversed the parking lot on foot, hearing the crackle of weak asphalt each time they took a step.

“I have a feeling that you are not going to have a driveway if this vehicle ends up working.” Said Jonathan as the crackle under each foot continued.

“You mean that we are not going to have a driveway, after all you are a part of our party now.” Replied the branch manager.

“Of course, I apologize.” Smiled Jonathan, as the crackle continued.

“Worst case, the driveway becomes gravel.” Replied the branch manager as the pair reached the garage door.

“You even remember the code for the lock, assuming the lock even works?” Asked Jonathan.

“Why so negative? What happened to the overly confident and ambitious politician that I met only a few hours ago in my office?” Replied the branch manager, as he pressed a few keys in the pad, unlocking the door. 

“Oh dear, just remembered that I’m a politician now.” Said Jonathan.

“I know, the worst Takalian in existence, the Takalian politician. My advice, be the best politician possible, you shouldn’t be so bad if you do that.” Replied the branch manager as he pulled up on the garage door, opening it.

Inside it smelled stagnant, as if humanity abandoned this little plane of existence for many years. The automobile, an old model, was in the center of the garage, covered with a tarp. The branch manager yanked the tarp off, and the vehicle appeared to be in awfully good condition, being insulated from the outside world by the garage roof and the tarp.

“Still looks good.” Said Jonathan. 

“Agreed, now let’s see if it runs.” Replied the branch manager, as he opened the door and keyed in the activation code for the automobile on the dashboard. The car turned on, and other than alerting the driver that it has a low charge, it turned on without any problems.

“Impressive, after all of these years it still works.” Said Jonathan.

“Indeed, now step inside.” Ordered the branch manager, and Jonathan did so.

“New user, permit the activation of the vehicle using thumbprint.” Said the branch manager.

“New user request confirmed, please press your thumb on the scanner.” Said the automobile, and Jonathan did so.

“New user registered and confirmed.” Said the automobile.

“And you are set, does the student apartment sector have garages?” Asked the branch manager. 

“It does, not many use them though. I should be able to access them with my thumbprint just like I access this automobile. I remember hearing about it in the new student orientation some two years back.” Replied Jonathan.

“Well give the party branch office a call if you get stuck, here’s the number for it.” Said the branch manager, who took out a small notebook and pen from his pocket, and wrote down the number on a page, before tearing it off and handing it to Jonathan.

“Perfect, anything else that I should know?” Asked Jonathan.

“One thing, don’t crash the automobile, we only have one to spare.” Replied the branch manager with a smile as he walked outside of the garage.

“Of course.” Said Jonathan. 
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Jonathan slowly pressed on the acceleration petal, and the vehicle whined somewhat as it moved forward. The moment that the wheels touched the cracked asphalt, there was a mighty crunching sound. Jonathan parked the car directly outside of the garage and rolled down the driver window.

“I have a feeling that your comment about the parking lot being turned into gravel is going to be proven true.” Said Jonathan with a smile. 

“I’m afraid that I agree with your comment.” Replied the branch manager.

“See you tomorrow.” Said Jonathan.

“See you.” Replied the branch manager.

Jonathan started to get underway. As predicted, the driveway let out an intense crackle, and Jonathan could see with the rear-view mirrors that two great lines were forming behind him, where the wheels of the automobile touched the asphalt. Thinking that it added some charm to an otherwise abandoned and neglected parking lot, Jonathan entered the road, and accelerated, heading on towards the apartment sector. The drive was pleasant and relaxing, Jonathan drove automobiles for his secondary tier of education, several years back before he went to college, however like many pupils of his age, he lacked the ownership of one.

Automobiles in Takali were rare, firstly because of the immense resources that had to be allocated towards their construction, and secondly because of the fear of urbanization. Metropolitan cities are as small as possible, because the government of Takali wants her citizens to spread out across the planet, in an ecologically healthy and sustainable way, instead of clumping themselves into cities. The reason is because of the scarcity of labor. The population after a few centuries has only reached around ten million Takalians, and as such, demand for ‘frontier’ labor, whether it be for farming, mining, or other such tasks, has always been sky high. 

Because of this scarcity of labor, construction of automobiles requires the redirection of a decent quantity of labor towards their construction. As such, only a few automobiles are constructed every year, and they are prioritized for the church, the government, and other essential groups. No doubt The Takalian Progressive Party was given a few automobiles because they classified under essential services, perhaps back in the day when they enjoyed a higher level of electoral success. Either way Jonathan was already enjoying his new perk, the grueling campaign that was to come was worth it in his eyes, because he was given access to an automobile.

Since there was no traffic, or any sort of velocity limitations, since roads were always long and straight, Jonathan reached the apartment sector in record time. The batteries of the automobile were almost dead, and he hurried towards the apartment sector garages, keyed in his passcode, which was accepted, and drove into an electric vehicle slot. He unhooked a charger from the front wall, plugged it into the slot at the top of the left front wheel, and let it stay for the rest of the night. Jonathan did not know the model of automobile that he was given, nor did he know of the charging capacity of his specific model, but the charging station shuts down automatically once the batteries are full, so he was not too worried about the possibility of an overcharge. 

Jonathan left the garage, and already there was a crowd of students forming, both Ad Astra supporters, and Church of the Father supporters.

“Nice ride Jonathan.” Said one of the students, it was unclear which side he was on.

“Thanks, everyone here to see it?” Asked Jonathan.

“Something like that.” Said one of the students, who was from the other crowd that was forming, on Jonathan’s right.

“We both wanted to congratulate you on your campaign, and on your new automobile, you deserve it after all the sacrifices that you had to do.” Said the student from the group on the left, which Jonathan understood to be Ad Astra supporters. 

“And we are here to let you know that we do not want heretics, especially false prophets, to live among us. Why are you even here, after all you were expelled from the college, something you truly deserved.” Said the student from the group on the right, which was obviously made up of Church of the Father supporters. 

“Maybe because the school administration did not want an alumnus of theirs to be living out on the streets, imagine the sight of a homeless Takalian!” Said the student on the left, which drew cheers. 

“He is no alumnus; an alumnus is someone who graduated!” Mocked the student on the right, which also drew cheers.

“I much rather be World Governor than alumnus of some church corrupted college.” Replied Jonathan which drew immense cheers from the crowd on the left, and immense derision from the crowd on the right. 

“Like you will win!” Mocked students from the right.

“Just watch him!” Cheered students from the left. 

“Everyone please, we have an entire year of campaigning, let us save our energy for later. I’m off to my apartment in order to rest, I suggest everyone else do the same.” Said Jonathan, and he started to walk towards his apartment.

“Well said Jonathan, don’t worry we’ll escort you to your apartment.” Said the crowd of students from the left, and they did so as Jonathan walked the apartment sector grounds. 

The journey to his apartment complex did not take long, and he thanked the crowd of supporters from the steps of the apartment complex entrance.

“Proud Ad Astrian’s and Takalian Progressive Party supporters, I am proud of the fact that my very first political speech is being done from the steps of my student apartment complex!” Said Jonathan, which drew cheers from the crowd. Jonathan also saw many cameras and video recording devices being aimed directly at him, so he was sure to do the best speech that he possibly could. Mistakes would occur in the campaign, but it is best that they occur as little as possible, since each mistake is an opportunity for his rivals.  

“We have lived lives of generality. We have only a mediocre employment to look forward to, perhaps a family if we are so inclined. There is no progress, no chance of obtaining something more. If you studied to be a technician, a technician is what you shall be until the end of your working days! If you studied to be a librarian, a slave to books you shall be until the end of your days!” Said Jonathan, his last sentence drawing a laugh from the crowd, since Jonathan was a librarian before he started the Ad Astra movement. 

“But now, we have the Ad Astra movement to look forward to, a movement that will never rest until the Takalian has the right to live among the stars!” Said Jonathan, which drew a rousing cheer from the crowd.

“We have The Takalian Progressive Party to look forward to, a party that will never rest until I’m World Governor!” Cheers erupted in the middle of Jonathan’s speech. “A party that will never rest until thousands of Takalian Progressive Party candidates are elected, into every single possible government position that can be seen under the Takalian sun!” Said Jonathan, who ended his words right as the crowd erupted in yells and cheers. 

“Thank you for your support, I could have never imagined it when I first started this movement only a few months ago! I promise you, with all of you as witness, and the recordings of many cameras here as evidence, that I will never rest, or stop, until our civilization is an interstellar civilization!” Great cheers interrupted Jonathan’s speech. “I will never rest until the Takalian civilization is the greatest civilization in the universe!” Finished Jonathan, which drew an immense yell from the crowd. 

“JONATHAN!” “JONATHAN!” “JONATHAN!” Yelled out the crowd as he waved at them and left to enter his apartment complex. Even as he walked the hallways and climbed the staircase leading to his apartment floor, he could hear the walls rumble: “JONATHAN!” “JONATHAN!” “JONATHAN!”

Right as the yells of his name began to die down, as the crowd outside started to disperse, he reached his apartment door. Unlike many other previous arrivals, this time a young woman was waiting for him.

“Jonathan, it is an honor to be the first to address you as a member of your campaign staff!” Said the woman.

“Campaign staff?” Asked Jonathan.

“Indeed, I am your mail organizer, I handle all of the mails that you may receive from your fans and supporters. I with the help of my team read them and organize them on basis of importance. Naturally, we weed out any undesirable mail from your rivals.” Replied the mail organizer.

“When do I get to meet the rest of my campaign team?” Asked Jonathan, which drew a smile from the mail organizer. 

“Right now, with me sir.” Said the mail organizer, and she opened the door to Jonathan’s apartment. The lights were on, and a great rumbling of foot traffic and conversation could be heard emerging from Jonathan’s apartment. 

Jonathan walked in behind the mail organizer, and he saw a great sea of people. All across his apartment, there were people huddled together in teams, leaning over papers, or sitting down on the floor with computers, merrily typing away. One of the junior assistants saw Jonathan standing next to the apartment door as the mail organizer closed and locked it, and he immediately stopped moving.

“Everyone, please yell and cheer for the future World Governor!” Said the junior assistant, and immediately everyone stopped what they were doing, turned to Jonathan, and started to yell and cheer.

Jonathan was astonished at the sizeable campaign team that was given to him by The Takalian Progressive Party. At least two dozen different individuals were present in his apartment, and no doubt the vast majority of the party’s political organization throughout the region was rededicated towards his campaign. The party believed in him, and he was proud to consider himself a member of The Takalian Progressive Party.

“Thank you everyone! I’m glad to see that our party cares just as much about the campaign as I do!” Joked Jonathan, which drew laughs from the campaign team.

“Indeed, I just got the call literally an hour ago. We all could not believe our ears, the party was fielding a candidate for World Governor, and quite literally the most famous Takalian on the planet was going to be our candidate. We have a damn good shot of winning this, that is why we are here.” Replied one of the managers.

“Correction my friend, we are going to win this!” Said Jonathan.

“My apologies!” Replied the manager. 

“Well let me introduce everyone.” Said the mail organizer. 

“You have the propaganda team here; they find and create different memetic propaganda material for the campaign.” Pointed the mail organizer, and the respective team smiled and waved. 

“You have the voter team here; they tally up the votes and make sure we have turnout.” Pointed the mail organizer, and the respective team smiled and waved. 

“Here we have the finance team, they handle all of the money inflows and outflows, coordinating with the other teams to make sure that we have the funds to fuel all of our projects.” Pointed the mail organizer, and the respective team smiled and waved.

“Here we have an interesting bunch, the team of religion. They are primarily tasked with trying to weaken the arguments of the Church of the Father and pull in as many church members as possible into our camp. They do the same with the different minor religions across Takali.” Pointed the mail organizer, and the respective team smiled and waved. 

“Finally, everyone’s favorite, the team of technology. They primarily work on campaign promises and party platform, your dream of interstellar space travel depends on their minds. In addition, they work wonders in trying to convince the scientists and engineers of Takalian society to come on over to our camp.” Pointed the mail organizer, and the respective team smiled and waved. 

“We understand that you appointed advisors to help advise you. We have taken the time to contact them and have them be briefed by the respective teams, so that they can keep you up to speed on things. The teams themselves will also send advisors to brief you in case your main advisors miss anything.” Said the mail organizer.

“An excellent organization, I could not ask for better.” Said Jonathan.

“Thank you, sir! That makes us all very happy!” Replied the mail organizer. 

“I also have to say that the mobilization speed of this team is incredible. It has only been a few hours since the party bosses even accepted my candidacy, and yet here we are preparing the campaign.” Said Jonathan.

“The sooner that we begin sir, the easier the victory.” Replied one of the campaign managers.

“Indeed.” Said Jonathan.

For the next few hours, Jonathan and the campaign team got better acquainted. Once their work blocs were finished, the student advisors for Jonathan, the group that inspired him to run in the first place, arrived at the apartment, and they were stunned at the campaign apparatus that has already formed.

“We need a master strategy; I recommend the path of the butterfly.” Said Jonathan.

“The path of the butterfly?” Asked the student advisor of propaganda.

“Indeed, when I was driving back from the local party branch in the automobile that was lent to me, I had some time to think. Normally my method of transportation is the bus, which has lots of noise and commotion, and is not conducive to thought. However, in the automobile, especially one which has no engine rumble because of its electrical engine, I had a great moment of clarity. I saw a field of butterflies on the way here, and it was all made clear.” Said Jonathan, with a smile as he saw the faces of confusion among his campaign staff.

“We follow, but I think you need to continue before we understand.” Said one of Jonathan’s campaign staff with a laugh. 

“Of course, well the butterfly is an interesting insect. The many different species of Takalian butterflies tend to fly from one hemisphere of the planet to another, depending on the seasons. They are all over, if they stay in one place, they die. The same is so for our campaign, thus we have to walk, or fly depending on your viewpoint, the path of the butterfly.”

“We as a party need to be all across the planet, which means I need to be all across the planet. But I am just one candidate, and even if I win the seat of World Governor, I am powerless if the rest of the political apparatus is hostile towards me. We need as many political positions filled by The Takali Progressive Party as possible. At the bare minimum, we need to have the majority of the government on our side. There are many butterflies, they travel all over the place, they are all over the place.” Finished Jonathan.

“Now we understand, perfectly I might add.” Said the campaign staffer.

“Excellent, naturally both things can wait a few days, I want to see more integration between Ad Astra and our political party. Ad Astra has much to learn regarding the here and now that needs implementation, and The Takali Progressive Party has much to learn regarding the future, and what could be. I also have not heard anything yet from the church regarding their strategy now that I’m in the race, any word on that?” Asked Jonathan.

The party advisor on religion spoke: “To say that you’ve rattled them to the core would be an understatement. Please keep in mind that they have just started talking about it, after all your campaign is only a few hours old. But they are very concerned, for the longest time now they have been calling Ad Astra, ever since it began to grow outside of Jonathan’s college, the ‘Great Heresy.’ We all have seen such a term thrown about, and Jonathan is the one who started it all.”

“They are sending emails and propaganda material as we speak far and wide across the flock. They will likely choose their strongest possible candidate for World Governor, and they will throw every possible quantity of funds, and amount of effort, that they can spare in his campaign. We are preparing hard now because it is going to be a long and brutal campaign. The current World Governor is an old man who has done a good job at maintaining the status quo, however many Takalians don’t even know his name off the top of their heads, they have to think in order to recall it.” Finished the party advisor on propaganda.

“Indeed, I actually can’t recall the name of our World Governor.” Said Jonathan.

“He does not matter. What will matter however is who is going to replace him in a year. I am just a simple party advisor on propaganda, my expertise is studying the memes, the jokes, the videos, and the posters. The truth however is that there is much wisdom to be found in propaganda, and by studying the propaganda that is coming out from the church, some unsettling things can be understood. The first is the fate of Ad Astra and The Takali Progressive Party.” Said the party advisor on propaganda.

“The fate of Ad Astra and The Takali Progressive Party? What do you mean?” Asked Jonathan.

“It is quite simple, the church views Ad Astra, and more than likely will view The Takali Progressive Party now that we have united ourselves with Ad Astra, as a Great Heresy, the largest threat that Takalian civilization has ever faced. If their candidate for World Governor wins the election, then talk of banning or purging us from Takalian society will be on the table. Science Fiction, Scientific Thought, the Progressive Ideals that our party holds, they will be labeled as ‘Heresy.’ Once that happens, we will likely live under the heel of stagnation for all time, never will we see progress in our society, or the stars for that matter.” Replied the party advisor on propaganda.

“I’m afraid that you speak true.” Said Jonathan.

“Indeed, I do not like it, but it is so.” Replied the party advisor on propaganda.

“This means that we need to win, and win big, so that those in the Takalian government who support the church completely without hesitance, no matter the illogical stances that it may hold, cannot oppose Takalian progress.” Said Jonathan.

“Indeed.” Said the campaign team. 

“Starting tomorrow, we are going to do speeches, and propaganda pieces, we are going to encourage the dissemination of Ad Astra and Takalian Progressive Party thought far and wide. Every single Takalian is going to hear about us, and they are going to be informed as to what is at stake. They will see us for what we truly are, not as a merry band of youthful and ignorant dreamers, but as pioneers, cut of the same cloth that the First Generation was made out of!” Said Jonathan.

“It shall be so!” Yelled the campaign team.
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For the next few months, The Takalian Progressive Party astonished all of Takali with the ferocity of her campaign, the quickness of the speech and rally, and the relentless zeal by which they proselytized their beliefs. They went where the Takalian was, the party had no qualms about going directly to the different churches of the Church of the Father, standing outside directly out of the property grounds, and handing out fliers, picketing the church while it had service, and encouraging all Takalians who visit to ‘Believe in Father and honor him through scientific progress.’ The church naturally rebutted such things as mere ‘ramblings of heretics misguided by Jonathan and the Great Heresy.’ 

Ad Astra did not stop growing, and The Takalian Progressive Party grew overnight by a massive number, before Jonathan, it had across all of Takali a dozen thousand members at the best, after only a few months of Jonathan, it had over a million fanatical and loyal members. The World Governor was very concerned with the mania that was descending upon Takalian society, the two sides hated each other so much, that families themselves were for the first time being split en masse. The concept of a marital split, a divorce from the marriage vows, was almost unheard of before the arrival of Ad Astra. Nowadays, it is more common than an intact marriage. 

Children forsake their parents, and parents forsake their children, the moment a Church of the Father worshiper discovers that their spouse or child is an Ad Astra supporter, then the union of family is destroyed. It has gotten so bad that temporary shelter is being offered in surplus student apartments for those who face eviction from their childhood homes. Normally the government would simply laugh and tell the parents to deal with their kid until he or she goes to college, but since the rate of parents being violent or abusive towards their children has skyrocketed, emergency measures had to be done. 

The Church of the Father, desperate for a good weapon to use against their ever-strengthening foe, tried at the beginning to use this worsening domestic situation to their advantage. They created strong propaganda pieces, dedicated to the death of the family, all because of the Great Heresy. Of course, Ad Astra did not hesitate to retaliate just as brutally, and they cited many statistics that showed a very simple truth, the primary culprit of the divorces and child abuse was from the hand of Church of the Father worshipers. They retaliated with a painful slogan: “Can we trust the Church of the Father to create good parents?” 

Jonathan was waiting for his great rally to start. He was in some unknown suburb, at the other side of the planet from where he grew up. He arrived in a personal helicopter, specially designed for distance flight, donated to the party by an anonymous donor, who had very deep funds. There are very few wealthy Takalians, and the party was stumped as to the origin of the vehicle. It looked to be government issue, yet the government was not allowed to interfere or assist in the election process in anyway other than provide a fair means by which to cast votes. Even this responsibility, the only one that the government has regarding elections, has not escaped the strong grip of the Takalian mania that was infesting the planet.

The Church of the Father has worked tirelessly to keep the voting rules the same, even though Ad Astra and The Takalian Progressive Party have fought since day one of the campaign to amend them. In the current state, the only time that one may vote is on election day, which is quickly becoming a massive issue. There are still several months to go until that most important day, and neither side is relenting on pressing the issue of either making voting easier for people to do, which is the argument of Ad Astra, or keeping voting as is, which is the argument of the Church of the Father. 

“Alright Jonathan, the crowd is ready for you.” Said one of the campaign staffers, and Jonathan got up from his chair, and walked with the campaign staffer. 

The great rally was one of the new political inventions that was being used to great effect by both sides. Originally invented by the Church of the Father, who decided to counter the growing Ad Astra movement with great displays of worship and prayer to Father, it was now used by both sides, in the form that Ad Astra perfected. A month into the campaign, one of the candidates that was running on the ‘Progress Ticket’, the collection of Takali Progressive Party candidates that was running as the bloc designed to give Jonathan a majority in the government, came up with an ingenious political creation. Take the general political speech, and combine it with the great display of worship and prayer that the Church of the Father perfected. 

The end result was the great rally. It consisted of a group of candidates, with the most important one being the final speaker. They spoke in front of a crowd of thousands, in the current rally that Jonathan was about to speak in, the crowd is estimated to be in the tens of thousands. Such a massive crowd was an incredibly powerful weapon in the political fight, because if even half of the attendees decide to vote in favor of the Progress Ticket, the entire town and perhaps region would likely go to The Takali Progressive Party. The Church of the Father was not slow in copying such an effective invention, all across the planet, great rallies were being done by the respective political parties, each one drawing thousands of amazed spectators, who had never in their lives experienced such a sight.

Jonathan walked the hallways that led to the speaker’s platform in the stadium. One of the few stadiums present on Takali, they were almost always fully booked for months on end, used for great rally after great rally, by both sides. What makes matters quite frustrating for the two rivals, is that the crowds tend to show up at each other’s events with great frequency. Several statistics compiled by campaign staffers tell Jonathan that of the crowd that he is about to speak to today, only 25% of the number were actual supporters. The other 25% were supporters of the church, who have come simply to hear the words of the opposition. The 50% of those in between the two sides, those are undecided Takalians who are either fascinated by the invention of the great rally, or have simply not made up their minds one way or the other regarding the candidates that they want to vote for.

Knowing this, Jonathan had to speak to all Takalians tonight, and he prepared to do just that as he walked upon the stage. The cameras saw him and broadcasted him to the displays in the stadium, as well as displays across the planet, the crowd began to roar in praise as they saw him appear.

“I now have the privilege and honor.” The Takalian Progressive Party politician was interrupted by cheering. “To introduce the next World Governor of Takali!” Again, he was interrupted, this time with a rousing yell. “Everyone, please give your highest praise to Jonathan, the one who started it all!” Finished the Takalian Progressive Party politician, and he stepped off the speaker’s platform and shook Jonathan’s hand as the stadium roared with his name.

“JONATHAN!” “JONATHAN!” “JONATHAN!” Was the cry of the crowd, and it was so loud, that it humbled Jonathan down to his deepest bone. Jonathan felt such a concoction of emotion in this moment that it could never be adequately described. The emotion of giving thanks, because only a few months ago Jonathan was a nobody, the emotion of proudness, of knowing that all of this was because of him. The emotion of responsibility, he promised all Takalians that he will make their dreams come true, the emotion of worry, so much was at stake that he could not fail, and finally, the emotion of serenity, for it was here that the Takalian civilization achieved her metamorphosis, and transformed herself from a backwater agrarian society, into a proud and prosperous interstellar society. 

Jonathan went up to the podium and adjusted the microphone so that it was level with his mouth, and waited for the cheers to die down before beginning his speech.

“Words will never do justice to the overwhelming debt of thanks that I have for all of you today, the many thousands of proud Takalians who dream the same dreams that I dream, thank you for taking the time out of your lives to come and hear my words today!” Said Jonathan, which was received by claps and cheers.

“I want everyone to look up at the night sky.” Jonathan pointed upwards at the exposed sky in the stadium, and he looked at a random assortment of a few hundred stars, the rest were hidden from view because of the blinding lights of the stadium. 

“Unfortunately, the lights hide the rest from view, but even with the great glow that we emit, a hundred or so remain. Those stars, the ones that twinkle in the darkness, ever since our civilization began, they have just been twinkle stars. We saw them as little points of light, nothing more, nothing less. Yet this will be no more, because we have questions that need answering.” Said Jonathan, which was responded with silence, the crowd listening intently. 

“It may come as a surprise to you, especially with the way this campaign has been going, but I believe strongly in Father, his good nature, and the path that he has laid out for us. Of course, my belief in Father differs somewhat from that of the church...” Said Jonathan, which got some laughter from the crowd. 

“But I will tell you all what I believe. I believe that somewhere out there, Father was made, most likely by sentient beings who look just like us. I believe that these sentient beings were the ones who designed and constructed the flotilla ships, the ones which carried the gametes and embryos that made up the First Generation, the same gametes which help augment the numbers of all the other generations that followed the first, including my own.” Said Jonathan, which was met with observant silence. 

“Father was made to be our protector and guide, the nourishing light in that eternal void of space. For millions of years, he made sure that the flotilla of ships was safe, and he waited patiently until he found our sun, and the humble little ball that we know of as Takali. I want everyone to seriously think. Would Father have spent all of that effort, for millions of years, just to see his children live on this little ball for all time?” Said Jonathan, and while much of the crowd remained silent, a few passionately yelled “NO!” 

“I believe that Father wants us to become like his creators, the Takalians on the other side of the universe. He wants us to grow big and strong, to spread out across this solar system. Eventually he will want us to construct great ships that can last for many years in space, perhaps he even hopes that we solve the riddle of lightspeed, and traverse the stars in mere moments!” Said Jonathan, and the crowd cheered. 

“Takali is a trick. The illusion of great space is there simply because our population numbers are low. We have the technology of ectogenesis, we do not need to gestate our young to term, like the animals need to do. We can do so outside of our bodies, we can have a great increase in fertility, without ever having to ‘have’ a single child. Takali has always been a stepping stone for greater things, not the finality in all things.” Said Jonathan, and the crowd remained silent.
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